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The Right Honourable 
W Il L,L LA 


Lord Craven Baron of 
Hamſted- Marſha. 


My Lord, 
4,2 Any of thefe Poems have, 


J SW for ſeveral impreſſions, wan- 
LR dred up and cown truſting 
FS (as wel they might ) upon 
the Authou:s reputation ; 
neither do they now com- 
plain of any injury but what 
may proceed either from the kindneſs of the 
ater, or the curtely of the Reader; the one by 
adding ſomething too much, leſt any ſpark ot this 
ſacred fire might periſh undiſcerned, the other by 
A3 putting 


*. 
J \ N 


\ 
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The Epiſtle | 
putting ſuch an eſtimation upon the wit and fancy 
they find here, that they. are content to uſe it as 
their own: as if a manſhould dig out the ſtones of a 
royal Amphitheatre to build a ſtage for a country 
ſhow, Amonseſt all the monſters this unlucky age 
Has teemed with, I finde none {o prodigious, as 
the Poets or theſe later times, wherein men as if 
they would level underſtandings too as well as e- 
ſtates, acknowledging no inequality of parts and 
Judgments, pretend as indifferently to the chair of 
wit as to the Pulpit, and conceive themſelves no 
. befs inſpired with the ſpirit of Poetry than with that 
of Religion: ſo it is not onely thenoiſe of Drums 
and Trumpets which have drowned che Muſes har- 
mony, or the fear thit the Churches ruin will de- 
ſtroy their Prieſts likewiſe, that now frights them 
from this Countrey, where they have been ſo in- 
geniouſly received , but theſe rude pretenders te 
excellencies they unjuſtly own who profanely 
ruſhing into Minerma's Temple, with noiſom Airs 
blaſt the lavwre! which thunder cannot hure, In this 
ſad condition theſe learned fiſters are fled over to 
beg your Lotdſhips protection, who have been ſo 
certain 2 patron both ro arts and arms, and who in 

his general contuſion have fo intirely preſerved 

your Honour , that in your Lordthip we may ſtill 

r2ada moſt pert<& character ot what England was in 

all her pomp anc greatneſs, ſo that alchough theſe 

Poems were formerly written upon ſeveral occaſions 

to ſeveral perſons, they now unite ——_— 
an 


4 
i 


Dedicatory. 
"F:nd are become one Pyramid to ſer your Lordſhips 
ſtatue upon, where. you may ſtand like Armed 
Apollo the defendor of the Muſes, encouraging the 
Poets now alive to celebrate your great Ads by af- 


age fording your countenance to his Poems that wan- 
ted only ſo noble a ſubject. 


E- My Lord, 


of Tour moſt humble ſervant 


JOHN DONNE, 
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Hexaſticon Bibliopolz, 


Sec in his laſt preach t, and printed Book, . 

His Piltare in a ſheet ; i# Pauls 7 look, 
And ſee his ftatnre in a (heet of ſtone, ©” | 
And ſire his body in the grave hath one : | 
Thoſe forets preſent him dead, theſe if you buy, 


Tos have him living to Eternity. 1c» VR 5 
LP 4 6 


: Jo Mar. 


m_— 
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Hexaſticon ad Bibliopolam, Incerti, 


N thy Impreſſion of Donnes Poems rare, 
For his Eternity thou haſt ta'ne care : 
"T was well, andpions: A nd for ever may 
He live : Yet ſhew I ther a better Way ; 
Print but his Sermons, and if thoſe Wwe buy, 
He, We, and Thou ſrall live t” Eternity, 


wa -— 6490 


70 JOHN DONNE, 
_Þ+ gar the delizht of Phabes, andeach Muſe, 


ho, tothy one, all other braines refuſe ; 

Whoſe every work, of thy moſt early wit, 

C ame forth example, and remain ſo, yet : 
Longer a knowins, than moſt wits dolve 

And which :'n affettion praiſe enough can give ! 
To it, thy language, letters, arts, beſt life, 

tP hich might with half mankind maintain a ſtrife ; 
All which I mean topraiſe, and yet, T would ; 


But leave, becauſe I cannot as I ſoould! 
Ben. John. 


SONG> 


The Flea, 


Ark but this Flea, and mark in this, 
How little .chat which chou deny'ſt me is, 
iy & Meitfuck'd firſt, and now it ſucks chee, 
+ © Andinthis Flea; our two blouds mingled be ; 
Confeſs it. This cannot be ſaid; 
\ 6n, or ſhame, or lbs of Maidenhead, -: 
Yet this enjoyes before it wooe, 
And pamper'd ſwels wirh one blond made of two, * 
And this, alas, is more then we could do. 


Oh ſtay, three lives in one Flea ſpare, 

Vhere we almot, nay, more then,marry'd are; 

T his Fleais you andT, and this 

Dur marriage bed, and marriage temple is ; 

[ hough Parents grudge, and you, ware met; ' 

\nd cloyſterd in theſe living walls of Jec. 

Though uſe make you apt to-kill me, 
\ || 7-<cnortothar, ſelt-murder added be, 
y | Andfaciledge, three finsin killingtbree; Bn” 
OB. 43 Chil 

Y. 


> Poems. 


Cruel and ſodain, haſt thou ſince 
Purpled thy Nayl in bloud of innocence ? 
Wherein could this Flea guilty be, 
Except in that bloud which it ſuck'd from thee ? 
Yet thou triumph'ſt, and ſaiſt that thou 
Find'{t not thy ſelf, nor me the weaker now ; 
Tis true; then learn how falſe, fears be ; 
Juſt ſo much honour, when thou yeeld(t to mee, 
Will waſt, as this Flea's death took life from thee, 


The Good-morrow, 


FT wonder, by my troth, what thou, and I 
Did, till we lov'd ? were we not wean'd till then, 
Bu: ſuck'd on childiſh pleaſures ſcelily ? 
O: ſlumbred we in the ſeven-ſleepers den ? 
*Iwas ſo, buras all pleaſures fancies be, 
If ever any beauty T did ſee, 
Which I deſir'd, and got, *twas but a dream of thee. 


And now good-morrow to our waking fouls, 
Which watch not one another out of tear, 

For love all love of other ſights controuls, 

And makes one little room, an every where, 

Let ſea-diſcoverers to new worlds have gone, 

Let Maps to other worlds our world have ſhown, 
Let us poſſeſs one world, each hath one, and is one, 


My face in thine eye, thine in mine appears, 
And true plain hearts do in the faces reſt, 
Where can we find two fitter hemiſphears 


Without ſharp North, without declining Weſt ? FER 


Songs and Sonets. 


W hat ever dies is not mixt equally; 
If our two loves be one, both thou and TI | 
Love juſt alike in all, none of theſe loves candie, 


— 
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_—_— Ey" 


Song. 


EA and catch a falling ſtarre; 
' Getwith child a mindrake rooe; 
Tell me where all times paſt are, 
Or who cleft the devils foot, 
Teach me to hear Mermaids ſinging, 
Or to keep off envies ſtinging, 
And tind 
What wind 
Serves to advance an honeſt mind, 


If thou be'ſt born to ſtrange ſights, 

Things inviſible go ſee, 

Ride ten thouſand dayes and nights; 

Till age ſnow white hairs on thee, _. 
Thou, when thou return'ſt, wilt tell me 
All ſtrange wonders that befell thee; 

And ſwear 
No where 
Lives a woman true, and faire. 


Ifthou find'ſt one, let me know, 
Sucha Pilgrimage were ſweet ; 
Yet donot, I would not go, Y 
Though at next doorwe might meet, , 
Though ſhe were true when you met her, 
Vhadh And laft; cill you write your letter, A a 
B 3 Yet 


Poems. 


Yetſhe 
Will be 
Falſe, ere ſhe come to two or three. 


Womans Conftancy, 


Ne” thou. haſt loy'd me one whole day, 
To morrow when thou leav'ſt, what wilt thoy ſay? 
Yilt thou then Antidate ſome new made vow ? 

Or ſay that now 


" Wearenot juſt choſe perſons which we were ? 


Or, that oaths made in reverential fear 

Of love, and hiswrath, any may forſwear ? - 

Or, as true deaths true marriages untie, 

So Lovers contracts, images ot thoſe, 

Bind but till ſleep, deaths image, them unlooſe ? 
Or, your ownend to juſtihe, 

cor having purpos'd change, and falſehood, you 

Can have no way but falſehood to be true ? 

Vainlunatique, againſt theſe ſcapes I could 
Diſpute, and conquer, if would, 
Which Iabſtainrto doe, 

For by to morrow, I may think ſo too, 


The Undertaking, 


om done one braver thing 
Than all the erthies did ; 

And yeta braver thence doth ſpring, 
Which is, ro keep that hid, 


It were but madneſs now Cimpart 
The skill of ſpecular tone, 


Songs and Sonets. 


When he, which can have learn'd the art 


To cutit, can find none, 


$0,1f I now ſhould ntter this, 
Others (becauſe no more 

Such ſtuffe to work upon, there is,) 
Would loye bur as before : 


But he who loyelineſs within 
Hath found, all outward loathes, 
For he who colour loves, and kin, 
Loves but their oldeſt clothes. 


If, as I have, you alſo do 
Virtue in woman ſee, 

\nd dare love that, and fay fo too, 
And forget the He and She ; 


nd if this love, thoughplaced fo 
From prophane menyou hide, 
hich will no faith on this beſtow, 
Or, if they do, deride : 


Then you have done a braver thing 
Then all the zyorthies did, 
nd a braver thence will ſpring, 


Which is, to keep that hid, 


Poems. 


The Sun Riſing. 
Pu old fool, unruly Sus, | 
£ )JWhy doſt thou thus, 


Through windows, and through curtains look on us ? 
Muſt to thy motions Lovers ſeaſons run ? 
Sawcy pedantique wretch, goe chide 
Late Schook-boyes , or ſowre prentices, 
Go tell Court-huntſmen, that the King will ride, 
CaltCountry Ants to harvelt offices; 
Love, all alike, no ſeaſon knows nor clime, _ 
Nor hours, dayes, months, which are the rags of time, 


hdd Ws  HYSH@ea&t 7 _— 


Thy beams ſo reyerend,and {trong 
Doſt thou not think 
T could eclipſe and clond them with a wink, 
But that I would not loſe her ſight fo long ? 
' © If hereyes have not blinded thine, 

Look, and to morrow late;tell me, 
Whether both th"India's of ſpace and Myne 
Be where thou lefr them;or lie here with me, 

Ask for thoſe Kings whom thou ſaw'ſt yeſterday, 
And thou ſhalt hear, All here in one bed lay. 


a_—— —— co =«-_-a cc x LD, Q cc u A XV x DVvXx== .JTJ_cX-> 


She's all States, and all Princes, 7. 
Nothing.elſe is. 
Princes do but play us ; compar'dto this, - 
All honour's mimique , All wealth Alchymy ; 
Thou Sun arthalf as bappy*as we, 
In that the world's contracted thus. 
Thine age asks eaſe, and ſince thy duties be | 
To warme the world, that's done in warming us, ' 


2} UV +» 


Songs and Sonets. 


-- Eshine here to us, and chou art every where, 


This bed thy center is, theſe walls thy fphear. 


The Indifferent, 


Can love both fair and brown, (trayes- 
Her whom aboundance melts, and her whom want be- 
Her who loves lovers beſt, and her who ſports and playes, 
Her whom the country form'd, and whom the Town, 
Her who believes,and her who tries , 
Her who ſtill weeps with ſpungie eyes, 
And her who is dry Cork, and never cries ; 
I can love her, and her, and you and you, 
Ican love any, ſo ſhe be not true. 


Will no other vice content you ? 

Will it not ſerve your turn to do, as did your mothers ? 

Or have you all old vices worn, and now would find out 0- 
Or doth a fear, that men are true, torment you? (thers ? 
Oh we are nor, -be not you ſo, 

Letme, and do you, twenty know. 

Rob me, but bind me not, and letme go, 

Muſt, I, who came to travel thorow you, 

Grow your fixt fſubjc, becauſe youare true ? 


Venus heard me ſing this ſong, 
And by Loves ſweeteſt ſweer, Variety, ſhe ſwore, 
| She beird not this till now ; it ſhould be ſo no more. 
She went, exxmin'd, andreturn'dere long, 
And ſaid, alas, Some two orthree 
Poor Heretiques in love there be, 
Which chink to ſtabliſh dangerous conſtancy, 
| B 4 Zu 


Poems, 


But I have told them, ſince you will be true, 
You ſhall be true to them: who're falſe ro you, 


Loves Uſury, | 


Fe eyery hour that thou wilt ſpare me now, 
I will allow, 
Uſurious God of Love, twenty to thee, 
When with my brown, my gray hairs equal be. C 
Till then, Love, let my body range, and let | 
* Metravail, ſojourn, ſnatch, plot, have, forger, 
Reſume my laſt years refique : thjpk that yer 


We'had never met. A 
Let me think any rivals letter mine, v 
And at next nine 


Keep midnights promiſe , miſtake by the way 
The Maid, andtell the Lady of ber delay ; 
Only l:t me love none, no not the ſport, 
From Country graſs to comefitures of Court, | 
Qr: Cities Quelque-choſes, ſet report 

My mind tranſport, 


This bargain's good , if when Vam old, I be 
pH * Inflam'dbyrhee, | 

Tf thine own honour, or my ſhame or pain, 

Thou covet moſt, at that age thou fhalr gain, 


Do thy will then, then ſubje& and degree, 
And fruit, of love, Love I ſmbmit to thee, 0 
Spare me till then, Vle bear it, chough ſhe be 

' ©. Onethat loves me: | 


CALMRAHE, 


Songs and Sonets. 


—  — _— —- —_— _— 


Connell 


OR Godfſake hold your tongue, ond let me love, / 

F Or chide my:pallie, 'or my gour, 

My five gray hairs, or rnin'd fortunes flout IDs 
With wealth your ſtate, your mind with Arts improve 
Takeyou a courle, get you a place, \ald 
Obſerve his honour or his Srace, 

Or the Kings real, or his tamped face 
Contemplate ; what you will approve, 

SO you will let me love. 


Alas, alas, who's injur'd by my love; 
What Merchants ſhips bave my f1 ghs drown'd 2 

Who ſties my tears have oyerflow'd his ground ; - 
BE Whendid my colds a forward ſpring remoye 2 
When did the heats which my reynes-fill 
Adde one manto the plaguy Bull ? 
Souldiers find wars, md Eawyers funde out {till 
Lirigious men, whom quarrels move, 
While ſhe and Ido love, 


ail's what you will, we aremade ſychby "Y 
Call her one, me another flie, 

'are Tapers too, abd at our oven oſt die, 
And wein us find th' E: gle and che Dove, 
The Phamix riddle hatch more-wit 
By us, we two being ons; are it, 

0 to one neutral thing both ſexes fit, 
We dye and riſe the ſame, and prove 
Myſterious by this love. 


'TO Poents. 


Weeandye by it, if not liveby love, 
And ifunfit for tomb or hearſe 
Our legend be, itwill be fit or verſe, 
And; if no peece of Chronicle we prove, 
Wee'l build in ſonets pretty roomes. 
As well a well wrought urne becomes 
The greateſt aſhes, as half-acre tombes, 
And by thoſe bymnes all ſhall approve 
Us Canomiz'd for love : 


And thus invoke us; you whom reverend love 
Made one anothers hermitage ; 

You to whom love was peace, to now is rage, 
Whodid the whole worlds ſoul contraR, and drove 
Into the glaſſes of your eyes 
So made ſuch mirrours, and ſuch ſpies, 

That they did all to you epitomize 
Countries, Towns, Courts Beg from above 
A patern of your loye. 


h—m——_—_ 


—— 


The Triple Fool, 


Am two fooles, I know, 
For loving and for ſaying ſo 

In whining Poetry, 
But where's the wiſer man, That would not be, 

If ſhe would notdeny? 
Then as th! earths inward narrow crooked lanes 
Do purge ſea waters fretful falr away, 

I thought, if I could-draw my paines, 
Through Rhimes vexation,: I ſhould them allay, 

Grief brought ro number cannot be ſo fierce, 
For, He tames it, thatfetters it in verſe, 


13 ed & Fwy key . Do 


Songs and Sonets. 


But when I have done fo, 
Some man his art or yoice to ſhow, 
Doth Set and ſing my pain, 
And, by delighting many, frees again 
Grief, which Verſe did reſtain. 
To love, and grieftr.bute of Verſe belongs, 
But not of ſuch as pleaſes when tis read, 
Both are increafedby ſuch ſongs : 
For both their rriumphs ſo are publiſhed, 
And I, which was two fools, do ſo grow three, 
Whoare alittle wiſe, the belt fools be, 


| —  — — __ 


Lovers Infiniteneſs, 


—_—_ 


I: yet I bave not all thy love, 
Dear, | ſhall never haveir all, 
I cannot breath one other ſigh to move , 
Nor can intreat one other tear to fall, | 
And all my treaſure which ſhould purchaſe thee, 
—& <ishs, tears, and oaths, and letters 1 have ſpent, 
Tet no more can be due to me, 
Then at the bargain made was ment : 
If then thy gift of love was partial, 
That ſome to me, ſome ſhould to others fal,, 
Dear, I ſhall never have it All. 


Or, if then thou giveſt me All, 
All was but All, which thou hadſt then, : 

But if in thy heart, ſince, there be or ſhall, 
New love created be by other men, | 
Which havetheir ſtocks intire, and-canin tears, 
In fighs, in oathes, in lerters oucbid me, 

This new love may begert new ſears, 


| wp 
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- * Andyetit was thy gift being general, 


-- And incemy love dotheyery dayadmit | 
'* New growth, thou ſhouldſt have new rewards in ſtore ; 
_ » Thou canſt not every day give me thy heart, 

-If thou canſt give ir, then thou never gav'!tit: 


It ſtayesat home, and thou withloſing ſav'[t it ; 
-But we will love a way more liberal,” 
Then changing hearts, to joyn us, ſo weſhall 


* Nor in hopethe world can ſhow 
» Aficter Love for me; 


- By tained death to dye ; 


Yeſternight the Sun went hence, 
"* And yet is here today, | 


For this loye-was not vowed by thee. 


The ground, thy heart is mine, whatever ſhall 
Grow there, dear, I ſhould have ir all, 


Yet, I would not haveall yet, 
He that hath all can haveno more, 


Loves riddles are, that though thy heart depart, 


Be one, and one anothers All, 


———_— 


SPng. 


—_— Love, Idoe not goe, 
For wearineſs of thee, 


"Bur ſince that I 
Mult dye at laſt, *tis beſt, 
+" Thus to uſe my ſelf in jeſt 


He hath no deſire nor enſe, 
Nor half ſo ſhort a way : 
| | Thet 


Songs and Sonets. 


Then fear not me, 
But believe that 1 ſhall make 
Haſtier journeys, ſince 1 take 
More wings and ſpurs than he, 


0 how feeble is man's power, 
That if good fortune fall, 

annot adde another hower, 
Nor a loſt hour recal? 

But come bad chance, 

nd we joyn to 't our ſtrength, 

nd we teach itartand length, 
Itſelf o'r us radvance, 


henthou ſigh'ſ, thou ſigh'ſt no wind, 
But ſight my ſoul away, 

hen thou weep, unkindly kind, 
My lifes blood doth decay. 
Itcannot be 

hat thou lovſt meas thou ſay'ſt, 


fin thine my life thou waſte, 
Which arr the life of me. 


et not thy divining heart, 
Forethink me any ill, 
teſtiny may take thy part, 
And may thy fears fulf, 
But think that we 
re but lai'd aſide to ſleep : 
hey who one another keep 
Alive, ne're parted be. 


Poems. 


The Legaty, 


WE laſt I dyed, and, Dear, die 


As often asfrom thee 1 goe, 
Though it be but an hour agoe, | 
And lovers hours be full eternity, 
I can remember yer, that I 
Something did ſay, and ſomething did beſtow ; 
Though Ibe dead, which ſent me, I might be 
Mine own executor, and legacy. 


I heard me ſay, Tell her anon, 

T hat my ſelf, that is you, not 'F 

Did kill me, and when 1 ele me dy; 

I bid me ſend my heart, when 1 was gone; 

But I alas could there finde none, 

WhenThadri pp'd, and ſearch'd where hearts ſhould ly 
It kill'd me again, that! who ftill was true - 

In life, in my laſt Will ſhould cozen you: 


YetI found ſomething like a heart, 

For colours it and corners had, 

It was not good, it was not bad, 

[t was intire to none,and few had part: 

As goodas could be made by are 

It ſeem'd, and therefore for our loſs be ſad; 

I meant to ſend that heart in Read of mine, 
But oh, no man could hold it, for 'ewas thine, | 


Songs and Sonets. 


A Feaver. 


H do not die, for I ſhall hate 
All women ſo, when thou art gone, 
That thee I ſhall not celebrate, 
When I remember thou waſt one. 


But yet thou canſt not die, I know, 

To leave this world behinde, is death, 
EBut whenthou from this world wile go, 
The whole world vapoursin thy breath. 


Or if, when thou, the worlds ſoul, goeſt, 
It ſtay, 'tis but thy Carcaſs then, 

WThe faireſt womany but thy ghoſt, 

But corrupt wormes, the worthieſt men, 


O wrangling ſchools, that ſearch what fire 
ſhall burn this world, had none the wit 
Unto this knowledge to aſpire, 
That this her feaver mightbe it ! 


And yet ſhe cannot waſt by this 
Nor long endure this torturing wrong, 
For more corruption needful is 

To fuel fucha feayer long. 


Theſe burning fits but meteors be, 
Whoſe matter inthee ſoon is ſpent. 

hy beauty, and all parts, whichare thee, 

Arean unchangeable firmament, . 


k x6 | - . Poems. 


| Some lovely glorious nothing did | ſee, 


' With wares which would fink 2dmiratiot); 


And here as my minde, ſeiſing thee, 
Though itin thee cannot-perſever. 

Yet TI had rather owner be © _ 
Ofthee one hour, than all elſe ever. 


*. 
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Air and Awupel;, 


PWiceor thrice had 1 loved thee, 
Before 1 knew thy face or name ; 
S in a yoice, ſo in « ſhapeleſs flame, | | 
Angels affect us oft, and worſhip'd be, | 
Still when, to where thou werr, I came, 


But ſince, my ſoul, whoſe child love is, 
Takes limbs of fleſh, and eife could nothing do; 
More ſubtil chen the parent is, , 
Love muſt not be, bit take a body too, 
And therefore what.thqu wert, and who 
 Tbid love ask; andinolw, ” 
That ir afſume thy body, 1 allow, 
And fix it ſelf inthy lips, eyes, and brow: 


Whilſt thus to ballaſt love, I thought, 
And ſo more ſteddily to have gone 


I faw, Ihad loves pinnace overfraupht, 
Thy Every hair for love to work upon 
Is much too much, ſome fitter muſt be ſought ; 
For, nor in nothing, nor in things | 
Extrear,and ſcattering bright,can love inhere; 
Then asan Ang, face, and wings 
Of air, not pure as it, yerpnredoth wear, 
Sothy love may be my loves ſphear ; 
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Juſt ſuch diſparitie 
As is *ewixt Airs and Angels puritie, : 
*[wixt womens love, and mens will eyer be, 


4 Break of day, 


Tay, © ſweet, and do not riſe, 

The light, that ſhines, comes from thine eyes; 
Theday breaks not, it is my hearc, 
Becauſe that you and I muſi Part. 

Stay, or elſe uy joys will die, 

And periſhin their rm 


'Tis true, *cisday ; ih though i it be? 

O wilt thou therefore riſe from me ? 

hy ſhould we riſe, becauſetis light? 

Did we lie down, becauſe 'rwas night ? 

Love which in ſpight of darkneſs brought us hether, 
Should 1 in Lg of yan Keep us toge” "Fi 


ighe hath no tongue, bent is all eye, 

fit could ſpeak as well as ſpie, 

[his were the worſt that it could fay, 

hat being well, I fain would ſtay, 

And that 1 lov'd my heart and honour fo, 

That I would not from her] that had them, goe. 


uſt buſineſs thee from hence remove ? 

h, that's the worſt diſeaſe of love, 

he poor, the foul; the falſe love can 

dmit, but not the buſied man. 

He which hath buſineſs, and makes love, doth doe 


Such wrong, as when a married man doth wooe. | 
C Te 
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The Anniverſary, 


LI Kings, and all their Favorites, 
All glory of honours, beauties, wits, 
The Sun it ſelf (which makes times, as they paſs) 
Is elder by a year now, then it was 
When thou and [ firſt one another ſaw : 
All other things to their deſtruQion draw; 
Only our love hath no decay : 
This no to-morrow hath, nor yeſterday , 
. Running itnever runs from usaway, 
but truly keops his firſt-laſt=everlaſting day: 


Two graves muſt hide thine and my coarſe , 
If one might death were no divorce, 
Alas, as well as other Princes, we, 
(Who Prince enough in one another be, ) 
Muſt leave at laſt indeath, theſe eyes, and ears, 
Ofc fed with true oathes, and with ſwees ſalt tears : 
But ſouls where nothing dwels but love ; 
(All other thoughrs, being inmates) then ſhall prove | 
This or a love increaſed there aboye, ( move. 
When bodies to their graves, ſouls from their graves re 


Andthen we ſhall bethroughtly bleſt ; 

But now no more then all the reſt. 
Kere vpon earth, weare Kings and but we 
None are ſuch Kings, nor offuch ſubject be , 
Who is ſo ſafe as we ? where none can do 
Treaſon to us, except one of us rwo. 01 

True and falſe fears let us refrain. 


| Letuslovenobly,and live, and add again 


a CT en. a es 


Year? 
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ears and years unto years, till we attain 
[o write threeſcore, this is the ſecond of our raign. 


—_ p—_— 
— 


A Valididtion of my name, in the window, 
| pg 


| 


rY name ingrav'd herein, 

Doth contribute my firmneſs to this glaſs; 

Which ever fince that charme, hath been 

As hard as that which grav'd1 it, was, . 

hine eye will give it price enough, to mock ' 
The diamonds of cither rock. 


IL 


'Tis much that Glaſs ſhould be 

\s all confeſſing, and through-ſhine asI 

Tis more that it ſhews thee to thee, 

And clear refles thee to thine <> 

tall ſuch rules loves magique can undoe 
Here you ſee me; and I ſee you. 


p, 
III. 


As no one point, nor daſh, | 
hich are but acceſſaries to this name, 
The ſhowrs and tempeſts can ourwaſh, 
So ſhall all times finde me the ſame, 
outhis i/:11c2nefs better may fill, 
Who 114»ethe patternwith you ftill, 


C4 
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TY: 


Or if too hard and deep 
This learning be, for a ſcratch'd nameto teach, 
It as a given deaths-head keep, 
Lovers mortality to preach, 
Or think this ragged bony name to be 
My ruinous Anatomy, 


_ *% ARS, £0. — 


V. 


Then as all my ſouls bee, 
Emparadis'd in you (in whom alone 
] underſtand, and grow, and ſee,) 
The rafters of my body, bone, 
Beins ſtill with you, the Muſcle,Sinew,and Vein 
Which tile this houſe, will come again: 


VI. 


Till my return, repaire 
And recompaQ my ſcattered body ſo, 
As all the virtuous powers which are 
Fix'd in the ſtars, are ſaid to flow 
Into ſuch charaRers as graved be 
When thoſe ſtars had ſupremacie. 


VIL 


So ſince this name was cut, 
| When love and griefe their exaltation had, 
| No door 'gainſt this names influence ſhut. 
| As much more loving, as more fad, a 
| "Twi 
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Twill make thee ; and thou ſhould{}, till I return, 
Since Idie dayly, dayly mourn, 


VIII 


When thy inconſiderate hand, 
lings ope this caſement, with my trembling name, 
tolook on one, whoſe wit or land, . 
New battery to thy heart may frame, 
cathink this name alive, and that thou thus 
In it offends my Genius, 


IX 


And when thy melted maid, 
orrupted by thy lovers gold, or page, 
His letter at thy pillow'hath laid, 
Diſputed thou it, and tame thy rage, 
thou to him begin'ſt tothay for this 
May my name ſtep in, and hide his 


X. 


— Andifthis treaſongo FEE 
0anoyert aR, and that thou write again: 
In — my name flow 
Intothy fancy from the Pen, 
d, in —_— thou remembreſt right, 
And unaware to me ſhalt write. 


X 1: 


But glaſs, and lines muſthe _ _ 
(9 means our firm ſubſtantia] love to keep , 


Nec 
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Near death inflids this lethargie, 


And thusI murmur in my ſleep ; 
Impute this idle talk, to thatI go, 
| | For dying men talk often ſo, 


_—_ 


_— _ 


Twicknam Garden, 


Laſted with c ghs, and ſurrounded with toars, 
Hicher I come to ſeek the ſpring, 
Andatmine eyes, andat mine years 
Receive ſuch balme as elſe cures every thing : 
* But'©, ſelf-traitor, Ido bring 
The ſpiders love, which tranſubſtantiates all, 
And can convert Manna to gall, 
' And that thisplace may throughly be thought 
True Paradiſe, 1 have the Serpent brought. 


Benight the glory of this place, 
And thata grave froſt did forbid 
T heſetrees to laugh, and mock me'to my face; 
But ſince 1 cannot this diſgrace _ 
Indure, nor leave this garden, Love let me 
: Some ſenſleſs piece of this placebe; © 
Make me a mandrake, ſo I may grow here, 
Or a ſtone fountain weeping out my year. 


| | 'Twere wholfomer for me, that winter did 
: 
i 


: Hither with Chryſtal vials, lovers come, 
$ ' Andtake my tears, which are loves wine, 
£ And try your Miſtreſs tears at home, - 
For all arefalſe, that caſte nor juſt like mine ; 
| Alas hearts, ha not in eyes ſhine, Y 


Songs and Sonets. 23 

Nor can you more judge womens thoughts by tears, 
Then by her ſhadow, what ſhe wears. 

O perverſe ſex, where none is true but ſhe, 


Who's therefore true becauſe her truth kilsme. 


V alediction to his Book, 


ll tell thee now (dear Loye). what thou ſhalt do 
To anger deſtiny, as ſhe doth us. 
How I ſhall ſtay, though ſhe'eloigne me thus, 
And how poſterity ſhall knowit too , 
How thine may out endure 
S$39yls glory, and obſcure 
Her who from Pindar could allure, 
And her, through whoſe help Lacan is not lame, 
And her, whoſe book (they fay) Homer did find and name, 


Study our manuſcripts, thoſe Myriades 
Of letters, which have paſt 'twixt thee and me, 
Thence write our Annals, and in them wilt be, 
Toall whom loves ſubliming fire invades, ' 
Rule and example found ; 
There, the faith of any ground 
. NoSchiſmarique will dare io wound, 
That fees, how Love this grace to us affords, 
To make, to keep, to uſe, to be theſe his Records, 


This book as long liv'd as the elements, 
Orasthe worlds forme, this all-graved Tomb. 
In cypher writ, or new made Idiome ; 
We for Loves Clergie only'are inſtruments, 
When chis book is made thus, 
Should again the rayenous 


Yandak and Gorbs made us, 


Learning 
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Near death inflits this lethargie, 


And thusI murmur in my ſleep ; 
Impute this idle talk, to thatI go, 
For dying men talk often ſo, 


—— 


T wicknan Garden, 


Pte with ſighs, and ſurrounded with toars, 
Hicher I come to feekthe ſpring, 
Andatmine eyes, andat mine years 

Receive ſuch balme aselſe cures every thing: 

' But'©, ſelf-traitor; Ido bring 

The ſpiders love, which tranſubſtantiates all, 
And can conyert Manna to gall, 

And that thisplace may throughly be thought 
True Paradiſe, 1 have the Serpent brought. 


'Twere wholſomer for me, that winter did 
Benight the glory of this place, - 
And thata grave froſt did forbid 

T heſetrees to laugh, and mock me to my face; 
But ſince 1 cannot this diſgrace 

Indure, nor leave this garden, Love let me 


\ | Some ſenſleſspicce of this placehbe; 


Make me a mandrake, ſo I may grow here, 
Or a ſtone fountain weeping out my year. 


Hither with Chryſtal vials, lovers come, 

' Andtake my tears, which are loves wine, 
And try your Miſtreſs tears at home, - 
For all arefalſe, that taſte nor juſt like mine z 

| Alas hears, do notin eyes ſhine, HIT 


; 
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Nor can you more judge womens thoughts by tears, 
Then by her ſhadow, what ſhe wears, 

O perverſe ſex, where none is true but ſhe, 
Who's therefore true becaule her truth kilsme. 


V alediction to his Book, 


ll tell thee now (dear Loye) what thou ſhalt do 
I To anger deſtiny, as ſhe doth us. 
How I ſhall tay, though ſhe'eloigne me thus, 
And how poſterity ſhall know it too , 
How thine may out endure 
S$3oyls glory, and obſcure 
Her who from Pindar could allure, 
And her, through whoſe help Lacan is not lame, 
And her, whoſe book (they fay) Homer did find and name, 


Study our manuſcripts, thoſe Myriades 
Of letters, which haye paſt 'twixt thee and me, 
Thence write our Annals, and in them will be, 
To all whom loves ſubliming fire invades, ' 
Rule and example found , 
There, the faith of any ground 
. NoSchiſmarique will dare to wound, 
That fees, how Love this grace to us affords, 
To make, to keep, to uſe, to be theſe his Records, 


This book as long liv'd as the elements, 
Or asthe worlds forme, this all-graved Tomb. 
In cypher writ, or new made Idiome ; 
We for Loves Clergie only'are inſtruments, 
When. this book is made thus, 
Should again the rayenous 


Yandak and Goths invades, 


Learning 
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Leatning were ſafe inthis our Univerſe, © *: 
Schools might learn Sciences, Sphears Muſick, Angels Vetſe, 


Here loves Divines, (ſince all Divinity 
Is love or wonder) may find all they ſeek, 
Whether abſtracted ſpiritual love they like, 
Their ſouls exhaÞd with what they do not ſee, 
Or loath ſo to amuze, 
Faiths infirmities, they chuſe, 
Something which they may ſee and uſe , 
For though Mind be the heaven, where love doth ſit, 
Beauty a convenient type may be to figure it, 


Here more than in their books may Lawyers find, 
Both by what titles Miſtreſles are ours, 
And how prerogative theſe ſtates deyours, 
Transferr'd from Love himſelf, tro womankind: 
Who though from heart, and eyes, 
They exaR great ſubſidies, 
Forſake him who on them relies , 
' And for the cauſe, honour, or conſcience give : 
Chimeraes vain as they, or their prerogative. 


Here Stateſmen, (or of them, they which can read,) 
May of their occupation find the grounds, 
Love and their arr alike it deadly wounds, 
Tf to conſider what tis on, proceed, 
In both they do excell 
Who the preſent govern well, 
. Whoſe weakneſs none doth, or dares tell ; 
- In this thy book, ſuch will there ſomething ſee, - 
Asin the Bible ſome can find out Alchymie. 
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Thus vent thy thoughts abroad : Yleſtudy thee, 
' As heremoves far off,that great lights takes ; 
How great love is, preſence beſt tryal makes, 
But abſence tries how long this love will be , 
To take a latitude 
Sun or ſtars, are fitlieſt view'd 
At their brighteſt, but to conclude 
Of longitudes, what other way have we, 
Put to mark when, and where the Eclipſes be > 


—— 


—_—— 


Community. 


Bowe we mult love, and muſt hate ill, 
Forill isill, and a fill, 

But there are things indifferent, 

hich we may neither hate nor love, 

But one, and then another prove; 

As we ſhall finde our fancy bent. 


If then at firſt wiſe Nature had 

Made women either good or bad, 

Then ſome we might hate, and ſome chuſe, 
But ſince ſhe did them ſo create, 

hat we may neither love nor hate, 

Onely this reſts, All men may uſe. 


f they were good, it would be ſen, 

ood is as vitible as green, 

And to all eyes it ſelf betrayes : 

they were bad, they could not laſt, 

Bad doth it ſelf, and others waſte, 
$0 they deſervenor blame, nor praiſe; 
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But they are ours as fruits are ours, 
He that but taſtes, he that deyours, 

And hethat leaves all, doth as well, 
Chang'd loves are bur charig'd ſorts of meate ; 
And when he hath the kernel eate, 

Who doth not fling away the ſhell? 


_ TIES —m—_—_ 


Loves growth. 


Scarce believe my love to beſo pure 
I As I had thought it was, 

Becauſe ir dvth endure 
Viciflitude, and ſeaſon, as the graſs , 
Methinks1 lied all winter, when I ſwore, 
My love was infinite, if ſpring make'c more. 


Bat if this medicine love, which cures all ſorrow 
Witli more, not only be no quinteſſenee, 

But mix: of all ſtuffs vexing ſoul, or ſenſe 

And of the Sun his aQive vigour borrow, 

Love's not ſo pure an abſtraQ, as they nſe 

To ſay, which haveno Miſtreſs but their Muſe, 

Bur, asall elſe, being elemented too, 

Love ſometimes would contemplate, fometimes do. 


And yet no greater, but mofe eminent, 

Love by the ſpring is grown : 

As in the firmament, : 
Stars by the Sun are not infarge'd, but ſhown. 
Gentle love deeds, are bloſſoms on a bough, 
From loves awakened root doe bud out now; 
If, as in water ſtir'd more circles be AA 
Produc'd by one, loye ſuch additions take; 
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Thoſe like ſo many ſpheares, but one heaven make, 
For they are all concentrique unto thee, 

And though each ſpring do adde to love new heat, 
As Princes do in times of aQion get 

New taxes, and remit them not in peace, 

No winter ſhall abate this ſprings encreaſe, 


Loves Exchange. 


| Wem>y: devil eMe but you, 

Would for a given Soul give ſomething too, 
At Court your fellows every day, 

Give th'art of Riming. Huntſmanſhip or play, 
For them which were their own before ; 

Onely I have nothing, which gave more, 

Bur am, alas, by being lowly lower. 


Iask no diſpenſation now 

To falſifie atear, a ſigh; a vow, 

I do not ſue from thee to draw 

A Non obſtante on natures law, 

Theſe are prerogatives, they inbere 

In thee and thine ; none ſhould forſwear 
Except that be Loves Minion were. 


Give me thy weakneſs, make me blind, * | 
Both wayes, as thou and thine, ineyes and minde ; 
Love let me never knowthart this 
Is love, dr that love childiſh is. | 

Let me not know that others know 

That ſhe knows my paines, leaſt that fo 
Atender ſhame make me mine own woe, 
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If thou give nothing, yet thou art juſt, 
Becauſe I would not thy firſt motions truſt : 
Small towns which ſtand (tiff, till great ſhot 
Enforce them, by war's law, condition not, 
Such in loves warfare is my caſe, 

I may not article for grace, | 
Having putlove at la{t ro ſhew his face. 


This face, by which he could command 

And change the Idolatry of any Land, 

This face, which, whereſoe'rir comes, | 
Can call vow'd men from cloyſters,dead from tombs, 
And melt both Poles at once, and ſtore 

Deſerts with Cities, and make more 

Mynes in the earth, than Quarries were before. 


« For, this love is inrag'd with me, 
Yer kills not: if I muſt example be 
To future Rebels : if th' unborn 
Muſt learn, by my being cut up, and torn: 
Kill and diſſeQ me, Love, for this: 
Torture againſt thine own end is, 
Rack't carcaſſes make ill Anatomies. 


Confined Love: . 


_ man unworthy to be poſſeſſor 1b 

Fold or new love, himſelf being falſe or weak, 
Thought this pain and fhame would be leſſer 

Ifon woman kinde he might his anger wreak, 

And thence a law did grow, he 

One might but one man know ; 

Butare other creatures ſo? , 


—_" 


_— 
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Are Sun, Moon, or Stars by law forbidden 

To ſmile where they liſt, or bend awaytheir light ? 
Are Birds divorc'd, or are they chidden 

I they leave their meat, orlie abroad all night ? 

Beaſtsdo no joyntures loſe 

Though they new lovers chooſe, 

But we are made worſe than thoſe. 


Who e're rigg'd fair ſhips to lie in hatbonrs, 
And not to ſeek lands, or not to deal with all - 
Or build fair houſes, ſettrees, and arbors, 
Only to lock up, or elſe to let then fall ? 
Good is not good unleſs > 
A thouſand ie poſleſs, 
But doth waſte with greedineſs, 


l———_— 


The Dream, 


DF& love, for nothing leſs than thee 
Would I have broke this happy dream, 

It was a theame . 
Forreaſon, much too ſtrongfor phantaſie, 
Therefore thou wak'dſt me wiſely , yet- 

My dream thou breakeſt not, but continueſt it, 
Thou art ſo true, that thoughts of thee ſuffice 

To make dreams truths, and fables hiſtories , 
Enter theſe arms, for ſince thou thoughnſ it beſt, 
Not to dream allmy dream, let's at therelt. 


Aslightning, or a Tapers light, S« 

Thine eyes, and not thy noyſe wak'd me; 
YetIthoughtthee Dot” s 

(For thou lov'ſt truth) an Ange), at firſt ſight, 
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But when 1 ſaw thou ſawwſt my heart, 

And knew'ſt my thoughts, beyond an Angels art, \ . 
When thou knew'ſt what I dreamer, then thou knew'ſt when 
Exceſs of joy would wake me, and cam'ſt then, wes 
I muſt confebs, it could not chuſe bur be 

Prophane, to think thee any thing bur thee: 


Coming and ſtaying ſhew'd thee, thee; 
But riſing makes me doubt, that now, 

Thou art not thou; 
That love is weak, where fears are ſtrong as he ; 
'Tisnot all ſpirit, pure, and brave, 
Tf mixture it of Fear, Shame, Honor have. 
Perchance as torches which muſt ready be, 
Men light and put out, ſo thou deal'it with me; 
Thou com'ſt to kindle, goeſt ro come : Then 
Willdream that hope again, but elſe would die. 


A Valedittion of Weeping: 


| Li me pour forth 
My tears before thy face,whil'{tI ſtay here, . 
For thy face coines them, and thy tampe they bear ; 
And by this Mintage they are fomerhing worth, , 

For thus they bee 

bs Pregnant of thee, _ 
Fruits of much grief they are, emblems of more, 
When a tear falls, that thou fall'ſt which it bore, 
So thouand Lare nothing then,when on adivers ſhore. 


On a round ball 
A workraan, that hath copies by, can lay 
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Europe, Afrique, and an Aſia, | 
\nd quickly make that, which was nothing, A: 


So doth each tear, 
Which thee doth wear, 


olobe, yea would by that 1m preſſion grow, 
ill thy Tears mixt with mine doe overflow | 
This world, by waters ſent from thee, my heay'n diſſolved fo. 


O more than Moon, 
Draw not thy ſeas to drown me in thy ſphear, 
Veep me not dead, in thine armes, bur forbear 
To teach the ſea, what it may do too ſoon, 
Let not the winde 
Example finde, 
o do me more harm, then it purpoſeth, 
Since thou and I ſigh one anothers breath, 


Vho e'r ſighs mok;, is exuelleſt;, and haſts the others death, 


DO —{ _— — — 


——_—— 
®——_— 


Loves Alrhymy, 


Ome that have deeper agg'd Loves Minethan], 
JSay, where his ceatrique bappinefs doth lie 
I have lov'd, and got, andtold, 
But ſhould I love, get, tell ill I were old , 
ſhould not find that hidden myſtery z - 
Oh, 'ris impoſture all : 
\nd as no chymique yet th' Elixar got, 
Burt glorifies his pregnant por, _ 
I by the wayco him befal 
Some odoriterous'thing, or medicinal, ' 


$o, lovers dreamazichand long deb | 
ix get a winter-ſgeming-fummers night, 779 
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Our eaſe, out thrift, our honour, and our day, 
Shall we, for this vain Bubleſs ſhadow pay ? 
Ends love in this, that my man 
Can be as happy as Ican; ifhe can 
Endure the ſhort ſcorn of a Bridegroomes play ? 
That loving wretch that ſweares, 
*Tis not the bodies marry, but the mindes, 
V Vhich hein her Angelique findes, 
VVould ſwear as juſtly, that he hears, 
In that dayes rude hoarſe minſtrelſey, the ſphears. 
Hope not for minde in women at their beſt 
Sweetneſs and wit they are but 2ſummy poſleſt. 


—_—O©*v_— 


_ The Curſe. 
WW ever gueſſes, thinks, or dreams, he knows 


VVho is my Miſtris, wither by this courſe , 
Him only for his Purſe 
May ſome dull whore'to-love diſpoſe, 

And then yield unto all that are his foes 
May he be ſcorn'd by one whom alt elſe ſcorn, : - 
Forſwear to others, what to her h' hath ſworn, * . / 
VVith fear of miſſing, ſhame of getting torn, *: | 


| Madneſs his ſorrow, gout his cramps may he | 
Make by but thinking who hath made them ſucks - * 
And may he feel no touch - 
Of conſcience, but of fame, and be 
Anguiſh'd, not that 't was ſin, -but that 't' was ſhe : - 
Or may he for her vertue reverence 
One that hates him only for impotence, 
Andequal Traitors be ſhe and his ſenſe, 
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ay he dream Treaſon, and believe, that he 
eant to perform it, and confeſs, and die, 

And no record tell why ; 
 Hisſons, which none of his may be, 
nherit nothing but his infamy ; | 
Or may he ſo long Paraſites have fed, 


And at the laſt be circumcis'd for bread. - 


he venome of all tepdames, pgameſters gall, - 

Y hat ryrants, and their fabjeRts interwi wh | 
What Plants, Myne, Beaſts, Fowl, Fiſh, 

Can contribute, all ill wich all 

rophets, or Poets ſpake , And all which ſhall 

Pe annex'd in ſchedules unto this by me, 

Fall on that man ; For if it bea ſhe; 

Nature before-hand hath out-curſed me; 


4 


That he would fain be theirs, whem he hath re j | 


- 


= ——— 


% \— 


The Meſſage. 

End home my long ſtraid eyes ta 
x Which(ob)eo> lo - have duck in; 
tif they there ron Lact ſach ill; 
Such fore'd faſhions, 
And falſe paſſions; 

Thar they be 

Made by thee — - 
tfor no good ſight, keep them Qyll, 


nd home my harmleſs heart again, 
hich no unworthy choughceould in; 
t if it be caughtby thine— $444 


To make jeſtings 
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Of proteſtings, 
”e ns, both 


Wordand oath, 
Keep it ſtill 'tis none of mine. 


Yet ſend me back my heart and eyes, 
That may know, and ſee thy lies, 
And may laughand joy, when thou 
Art in anguiſh 
And doſt languiſh 
For ſome one 
That will none,, 
Or prove as falſe as thou doſt now. 


to 
—_—  ———_—__—— —_ 
Mt ————. — 


4 Nocturnal vpon $, Lucie s day 


being the ſhorteſt day. 


* HT Is the years midnight, andit is the dayes, 
Lacies, who ſrarce ſeven hours her ſelf unmasks, 
The Sunis ſpent, and'now his flasks, 
Send forth light ſquibs,'no conſtant rayes ; 
' The worlds whole fap is ſunk x 
The general balm th' hydroptique earth hath drunk, 
Whither, asto the beds-feer life is ſhrunk, 
Dead andenterr'd , yet all theſe ſeem to laygh, 
Compar'd with me, who am their Epitaph, 


Study methen, you who ſhall loversbe 

Atthe next world, thatis, at the'next Spring : 
For Tama very dead thing, | 

. Jn whom love wrought.new Alclymy. 


Fox 
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For his art did expreſs 
A quinteſſence even trom nothingneſs; 
From dull privations, and lean emptineſs, 
He ruin'd me, andI am re-begor 
Ofabſence, darkneſs, death ; things which are nor. 


All others, from all things, draw all that's good; 
Life, ſoul, form, ſpirit, whence they being have, 

I, by loves limberk, am the grave 

Of all that's nothing. Ofr a flood 

Have we two wept, and fo 

Drown'd the whole world, us two, ofc did we grow; «+ 
Tobe two Chaofles, when we did ſhow 
Careto ought elſe; and often abſences 
Withdrew our ſouls, and made us carcaſſes. 


ButT am by her death, which word wrohgsher) 
Of the firſt nothing, the Elixer grown; 

Were I a man, thatT were one, 

I needs muſt know , Ifhonld prefer, 

If I were ariy Beaſt, 

Some ends, fome means; Yea plants, yea ſtones deteft; 
And love, all, all ſome properties inveſt, 

IfT an ordinary nothing were; 
As ſhadow, a light, and body muſt be here. 


ButI am None; nor will my Sunn renew, 
You lovers, for whoſe ſake; the leſſer Sun 

Atthistime to the Goat is run 

To fetch.new haſt, and give ic you. 

Enjoy your Summerall, - 
Unce ſhe enjoys her long nights feſtival, 
Let me prepare towards her, and let me call 
DP 2 11% 
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This hour her Vigil, and her Eve ſince this 
Both the years,and che dayes deep midnight is. 


A ee aL OO —E—— — th. 


Witchraft by a Picture, 


Fix mine eye on thine, and there 
Pity my piQure burning inthine eye, 
My piQture drown'd ina tranſparent tear, 

When TI look lower I eſpy, 
Hadit thou the wicked skill, 


_ BypiRtures made and mard, to kill ; | 
How many wayes mightſt thou perform thy will 


Put now 1 havedrunk thy ſweet alc tears, 
Although thou powre more, 1'll depart : 
My picture vaniſh, vaniſh fears, * 
ThatI can be endammag'd by that art : 
Though thou retain ofme 


One picture more, yet that will be, 
Being in thine own heart, from all malice free. 


——c 
ti. _—_— ” _ 


The Bait, 


Oh livewich me. and be my love, 
And we willſome new pleaſures prove 
Of golden fands, and cryſtal broakes : 
With ſilken lines and ſilver hookes. 

There will che river whifpring run | 
Warm'd by thine eyes, more than the Sun. 
Arid there th' inamour d fiſh will play, 
Begging themſelves they may betray, 
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When thou wilt ſwim ia that live bath, 
Each fiſh, which every channel hath, 
Will amorouſly tothee ſwim, 

Gladder to catch thee, than thou him, 


If thou, to be ſo ſeen; beeſt loth, 

By San, or Moon, thoy darkneſt both , 
Andif my ſelf have leave to ſee, 

Ineed not their lighc, having thee, 


Let others freez with angling reeds, . 


Or treacherouſly poor fiſh beſer, 
With trangling ſnare, or winding net. 


Let coarſe bold hands, from flimy neſt 
The bedded fiſh in banks our-wreſt, 
Or curious traitors, ſleave (ilk flies 
Bewitch poor fiſhes wandring eyes. 


For thee, thou needeſt no ſuch deceit. 
For thou thy ſelf art thine own bait, 
That fiſh, that is not carch'd thereby, 
Aks, is wiſer far than T, 


| 


And cut their legs, with ſhells and weeds, 


— a 


The Appurition. 


Wi: by thy ſcorn, O murdreſs, I amdead, | 


thou ſhalt think thee free 
Of all ſolicitation from me, - 
Then ſhall my ghoſt come to thy bed, 


And thee fain'd Veſtal in worſe armes ſhall ſee ; 
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Then 
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Then thy ſick taperwill begin to wink, 
And he, whoſerhou arr, being tyr'd before, 
Will ifchou Ttir, or pinch co wake him, think 
Thoncall'it for more, | 
Ard in a falſe fleepeven from thee ſhrink, 
And then poor Aſpen wretch, neglected thou 
Bath'd in a cold quickfilyer ſweat wile lie 
A verier ghoſt thanT, 
VVhatI will ay, I will not tell the now, 
Leſt that preſerve thee: and ſince my love is ſpent, 
Phad rather thou ſhouldſt painfully repent, 
Than by my threatnings reſt ſtill innocent, 


- 
cc. 


The broken heart, 


HE? ſtark mad, who ever ſayes, 

That he hath been in fove an hour, 

Yet not that love ſo ſoon decayes, ' 
But thatit can ten in leſs ſpace deyour ; 

V Vho will believe me, if T ſwear 

That I have hadthe Plagne a year ? | 
VVho would not laugh at me, if I ſhould ſay, 

I ſaw a flaſh of Powder bayn a day? * 6-4 


Ah, whata trifle is a heart, 
It onceinto loves hands it come ? 
All other griefs allow a part ® 

To other griefs, and ask themſelves but ſome, 
They come to us, but us love draws, __ 
He ſwallows us and never chaws : 
' By him, as by chain'd ſhor, whole ranks do die, 


3 % 


Heis the Tyrant Pike, and we the Frie. 
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If twere not ſo, what did become 

Of my heart, when firſt ſaw thee ? 
I brought a heart intothe room, | 

Butfrom the room 1 carried none with me : 

Ifit had gone to thee, I know 
Mine would have taught thine heart to ſhow 
More pity unto me : but Love, alas, 
At one firſt blow did ſhiyer it as glaſs. 


Yet nothing can to nothing fall,. ... 
Nor any place be empty quite, 
Therefore 1 think my breſt hath all DN 
Thoſe pieces ſtill, though they be not unite: 
And now as broken glaſſes ſhow 
A hundred lefler faces, fo .. ........ =. 
My raggs of heart can like, wiſh, and adore, 
Butafter one ſuch love, can love go.mors. 


Avalediftion forbidding mourning. 


A*® virtuous men paſs mildly away, 

And whiſper to their ſouls, to go, 

Whilſt ſome of their ſad friends do ſay, 
Now his breath goes, and ſome ſay, No, 


So let us melt, and make no noiſe, 
No tear-flouds, nor figh-rempeſts move, 
'Twere —_—_—_ of our joyes. 
To tell the layity our love, 


Moving of ch' earth brings harms and fears, 
Men recxon what it did, and meant, 
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Put trepidation of the ſphears, 
Though greater far, 1s innocent. 


Dull fublunary lovers love 
(W hoſe ſoul is ſenſe) cannot adtnic 
abſence, cauſe'it doth'rerrove 
The ching which elemerned it. 


Bnt we by a love {o far refin'd, 
Thar our ſelves know notwhat i it is, 


Jnter-aſſured ofche mind, 
Care leſs eyes, lips, and Hands to miſs. 


Our two ſouls therefore, which are one, 
Though I muſt go, indure not yer 
A breach, bit an expanſibn,” 
Like gold to ayery tit Gear! 


If they be two, they are two ſo 
As itifi twin Compaſſes arcxtwo, 
Thy ſoul the fixt foot, mak#z'no ſhow 
To move, but doth, if th' .{iberd do. 


And though it in the center fi fie, 
Yet when the other {at dorh rome, 
It leans, and barkens after it, 
And growsereR, as that comes ay 


Such wilt thou be to ma, who muſt, 
Like th” other foot, obliquely. run. 

Tby firmneſs makes my circle juſt, 
And makes me cnd where 1 begun. 
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—__——— 


The Extafie, 
WW Here, like a pillow on a bed, 


he violets declining head, 
Sate we on One anothers breafts, 
Our hands were firmly cimented 
By a faſt Balm, which thence did ſpring, 

Qur eye-beams twiſted, and did thred 

Our eyes upon one double ſtring, 
0 to engrafr our hands, as yet 

VVas all the means to make us one, 
\nd pitures in our eyesto get | 
VVas all our propagation, 
s twixt two equal Armies, Fate 

Suſpends uncertain vitory, 
Dur ſouls, (which to. advance our ſtate, 

V Vere gone out) hung 'twixt herand me, 
nd whil-{t our ſoulsnegotiate there, 

VVe like ſepulchratſtarueslay, 
! day, the ſame onr poſtures were, 

And we ſaid nothing, all che day. 
fany, ſo by love refin'd; | 
Thar he ſouls language underſtood, 
nd by good love weregrownall- mind, 
VVirhin convenient diſtance ſtood, 
e (though he knew not which ſoul ſpake 
Becauſe both meant, boch ſpake the fame) 
1ghe thence a new concoRiontake, 
And part far purer than he came. 


is extaſie do unperplex 
(YVe ſaid) andtel us what we love, 


A pregnant bank ſwwell'd up, to reſt 


VVe 
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VVe ſee by this, it was not ſex, 
VVe ſee, we ſaw not what did move : 
But as all ſeveral ſouls contain 
Mixture of things they know not what, 
Love, theſe mixt ſouls, doth mix again, 
And makes both one, each this and that. 
A ſingle violet tranſplant, 
The ſtrength the colour and the ſize 
(All which before was poor, and ſcant,) 
Redoubles ſill, and multiplies. - 
When love with one another ſo __ _ 
Interanimates two ſouls, 
Thar abler ſoul, which chence doth flow, 
Defects of lovelineſs controuls. 
We then, who are this new ſoul, know, 
Of what we are compos'd and made ; 
For the Atomes of which wegrow, 
Are ſoules whom no change caninvade. 
Bur, O alas, fo long, fofar 
Our bodies why do we forbear ? 
They are ours, though not we, Weare 
, The lntelligences, they the ſphears, 
We owe them thanks, becauſe they thus 
Did us, to us, at firſt convey, ' 
Yeelded their ſenſes force to us, 
Nor are droſsto us, but allay. 
On man heavens influence works not ſo, 
But thatit firſt imprints the ayr, 
For ſoul into the ſoul may flow, 
Though it to body firſt repair, 
As our bloud laboursto beget - 
Spirits, as like ſouls as it can, -' 
Becauſe ſuch fingers need to knit, | 
That ſubtle knot, -which makes ys man ; 
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So muſt pure loyervſouls deſcend 

T affe@ions, and to faculties, 

Which ſence may reachand apprehend, 
Elſe a great Prince in priſon lies, 

To our bodies turn we then, that ſo 
Weak men on love reveal'd may look ; 

Loves myſteries in Souls do grow, 
But yetthe body is the book, 

And if ſome loyer fuch as we, ; = 
Have heard this dialogue of one, 

Let him till mark us, he ſhall ſee 
Small change when we are to bodies grown, 


w_— 


Loves Deny, | 


| Long to talk with ſome old lovers ghoſt, 

Who dyed before the god of Love was born; 

I cannot think that he, who then loy'd moſt, 
Sunk ſo low, as to love one which did ſcorn, 

But ſince this god produc'd a deſtiny, 

And that yice-nature cuſtom lets it be ; 

I muſt loye her that loves not me, 


Sure they, which made hirh god, meant not ſo much, 
Nor he, in his young godhead praQtis'd it. 

But whenan even flametwo hearts didtouch, 
His office was indulgently to fit 

Actives to Paſlives, Correſpondency 

Only his S»bjeft was; it cannot be 
Love, till 1 love her that loves me. 


But every modern god will now extend 
His vaſt prerogativeas far as ove, 


— 
> o 
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To rage, to luſt, to write to, to commend, 
Allis the purlue of the God of Love, 

Were we not weak'ned by this Tyranny 

To ungod this child again, it could not be 
I ſhould love her, who loves nor me, 


Rebel and Atheiſt too, why murmure 1. 
 Asthough 1 felt the worſt that love could do 2 
Love may make me leave loving, or might try 
A deeper plague, to make her love metoo, 
Which, ſince ſhe loves before, I'm loth to ſee; 
Falſhood is worſe than hace , and that muſt be, 
If ſhe whom 1 love, ſhould love me. 


PO —_— 


| Loves diet. 
what « comberſomunwieldineſs 
And þurdenous corpulence my love had grown , 
But that Idid,to make it leſs, 
And keep in propertion, 
Give itadiet, made it feed upon 
That which love worſt indures, diſcret@er. 


Above one ſigh a day] allow'd bim not, 

Of which my fortune, and my faults had part ; 
And if ſometimes by ſtealth he got $f 
A ſhe ſigh from my miſtreſs heart, 

Andthought xo feaſt on thar, I let him ſee 

*T'was neither very ſound, nor meanc to me : 


If he wrung from me a tear, I brin'd it ſo 

With ſcorn or ſhame, that himit nouriſh'd not , 
if he ſuck'd hers; I let him know 
*['was not a tear, which he had got. 
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Tis drink was counterfeit, as was his meat, 
Jer eys which rowl towards all, weep not, but ſwear. 


hat ever he would diQate, T writ rhar, 
ut burnt my letters which ſhe writto me; 
And if that favour made him far, 
Ifaid, if any title be 
onvey'd by this, Ah, what dothit avail, 
0 be the fortieth man inan entail? 


hus Ireclaim'd my buzard love, to fly 

twhat, and when, and how,and where 1 choſe, 
Now negligent of ſport I ly, 

And now as other Fawkners uſe, 

pringa miſtreſs, ſwear, write, ſigh and weep : 
nd the game killd, or loſt, go talk or ſleep. 


on —_—_ 


The Will, 


Y Efore I ſigh my laſt gaſp, let me breath, 
JGreat Love, ſome Legacies; I here bequeath 
Ine eyes to Argns, if minecyes can ſee, 
they be blind, then, Love, I give themthee , 
y tongue to Fame, to etnbaſſadours mine eares; 
To women or the ſea, my tears; 

Thou, Love, haſt taught me heretofore 
By making me love her who had twenty more, 
hat I ſhould give to none, but fuch, as hadtoo much before; | 


y conſta = Ito the Planets give, 
ytruth co them, who at the Courr do live; 
ine Ingenuity and opetineſs, 

; 2 Jeſuits; ro Buffones my penſiveneſs; 


My ſilence to any, who abroad haye been, 
My money to a Capuchin, 
Thou Love taughr'ſt me,by appointing me 

To love there, where no love receiv'd can be; !: 
Only to give to ſuch as haveno good Capacity. 
My faith I give ro Roman Catholiques; 
All my good works unto the Schiſmaticks 
Of Amſterdam ; my belt civility 
. And Courcſhip, to an Univerſity : 
My modeſty I give to Souldiers bare. 

My Patience let gameſters ſhare, 

Thou Love taughtſt me, by making me 

Love her that holds my love diſparity, 
Oaly to give to thoſe that count my gifts indignity, 


b_- wi wt wn tr ff 


I give my reputation to thoſe | | 
Which were my friends: Mine induſtry to foes: 
To Schoolmen I bequeath my doubtfulneſs : 
My ſickneſs to Phyſicians, or exceſs : 
To Nature, all that I in Ryme have writ : 
And to my company my wit : 
Thou Love, by making me adore 

Her who begot this love in me before, - 

Taughtſt me to make, as though I gave, when do bntr: 
, | ſtor 
To him for whom the paſling-bell next tolls, 
] give my phylick Books : my written rolls 
Of Moral counſels, 1 to Bedlam give : 
My Brazen medals, unto them which live 
© In want of bread : to them which paſs among 
All forainers, mine Engliſh tongue. 
Thou, Love, by making me love one * 

Who thinks her friendſhip a fit portion. 
For younger lovers,dolt my gifts thus diſproportion, 4: 

| There 
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Thereforelle give no more, but Ile undo 
The world by dying: becauſe love dies too. 
Thenal! your beauties will be no more worth 
Then gold in Mines,where none doth draw it forth; 
Andall your graces no more uſe ſhall haye, 
Than a £un-dyal in a grave, , 
Thou Love taught'ſt me, by making me 
Love her who doth negleR both me and thee, 

To invent and praQtiſe this one way, to annihilate thee, 


— = —_ 


bk. —_—_ 


The Funeral. 


Ho ever comes to ſhroud me, do not harm 
Nor queſtion much . 
That ſubtle wreath of hair, about myne arm; 
The myſtery, theſign you mult not touch, 
For 'tis my outward Soul, 
Viceroy to that, which unto heaven being gone, 
Will leave this to controul, 
And keep theſe limbes, her Provinces, from diſſolution. , 


For if the finewie thread my brain lets fall 
Through every part, 
Can ty thoſe parts, and make me one of all; * 
Thoſe hairs which upward grow, and ſtrength and art 
Have from a better brain, 
Can better do't: except ſhe meant that I 
By this ſhould know ry pain, (die. 
As priſoners then are manacl'd, when they are condemn'd to 


What 'ere ſhe meant by *t bury it with me, 
For ſince I am 
Loves martyr, it might breed Idolatry, 
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If into others hands theſe Reliques came, 
As*twas humility I 
To afford to itall that a ſoul can do, 
50 'tis ſome bravery, | 
That fince you would have none of me, I bury ſome of you 


/ 

ont — x — Wl 
The Bloſſom, 

I} 

 &-— think't thou poor flower, gd 8: 
| Whom I have watc'd (ix or ſeven dayes, 
| And ſeen thy birth, and feen what every hour 
Gave to thy growth, thee to this height to raiſe, 

And now doſt laugh and triumph on chis bough, ) 
| Little think't thou ] 
| That it will freeze anon, andthat I ſhall | 

| To morrow finde the faln, or not at all. 
1 
Little think'ſt thou (poor Heart 4 
That laboureſt yet to neſile thee, 

And think'ſt by hovering here to get a part q 

In a forbidden or forbidding tree, | 

And hop'ſt her ſtiffneſs by long ſiege to bow : ) 

Little think'ſt thou, | 
That thou to morrow, ere the Sun doth wake, 
Muſt with this Sun, and mea journey take. 
But thou which lov'ſt to be ; 
Subtle to plague thy ſelf, will ay, 

Alas, if you muſt go, what 's thatto me ? 

Here lies my buſineſs, and here will ſtay : 

You go to friends, whoſe love and means preſent . 


Various content; 
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To your eyes, ears, and taſte, and eyery part, 
If then your body go, what need your heart ? 


Well, then ſtay here : bur know, 

uv & Whenthou haſt ſtaid and done thy moſt 

A naked thinking heart, that makes no ſhow, 
= E15sto a woman bur a kind of Ghoſt: 

How ſhall ſhe know my heart ; or having none, 

Know thee for one ? 
PraQtiſe may make her know Tome other part, 
But take my word, ſhe doth not Knowa heart, 


Meet me at Zordon, then, | 

Twenty dayes hence and thou ſhalt ſee 
Me freſher, and more fat, by being with mer, 
Then if I had ſtaid ſtill with her and thee. 
For Gods ſake, if you can, be you ſo too ; 

I will give you 

There to another friend, whom we ſhall find, 
As glad to have my body as iny mind. 


The Primroſe, being at Mountgomery Caſtle , upon 
the hill, on which it is ſituate, 


Pon this Primroſe hill, 
Where, if heaven would diſti 
A ſhowre of rain, each ſeveral drop might gg 
To his own Primroſe, and grow Manna fo ; 
And where their form, and their infinitic 
Make a terre{trial Gallaxie, 
As the ſmal ſtarres do in the skie : 
I walk to find a true Love; andlI ſee 
That "tis not a meer woman, that is ſhe , 


But muſt, ot more orle(s than woman be; 
"74 "rn Yet 
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Yet know I not, which flower 
* Twiſh, afix,orfour, 
For ſnould my true-Love leſs than woman be, 
She were ſcarce any thing, and then, ſhould ſhe 
Be more than woman, ſhe would geraboye 
All thought offex ; and think to move 
My heart to ſtudy her and not to love ; 
Both theſe were Monſters, Since there muſt refide 
Falſhood in woman, I could more abide, 
She were by art, than Nature falſify'd. 


Live Primroſe then, and thrive 

With thy true number hve ; 
And women, whom this flower doth repreſent, 
With this myſterious number be content , 
Ten is the fartheſt number, ifhalf ten 

Belongs unto each woman, then 

Each woman may take half us men : 
Or if this will not ſerve the turn. Since all 
Numbers are odd, or even, ſince they fall 
Firſt into five, women may take us all. 


— 


The Reliqu 1 


Henmy graveis broke up again 
- Some ſecond gueſt ro entertain, 
(For graves have learn'd that woman-head 
To be to morethan onea Bed) 
And he that digs it, ſpies 
A bracelet of bright hair about the bone, 
Will he not let us alone, 
And think that therea loving couple lies, 


Who 
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Who thought that this device mi oht be ſome way, 
To make their ſouls ar the laſt buſie day, 
Meet atthis grave, and make a little ſtay 2 


If this fall in a time, or land, 
Where Maſs-devotion doth command, 
Then, he that digs us up, will bring 
Us to the Biſhop, or the King, 
To make us Reliques, then 
hou ſhalt be a Mary Magdalen, and I 
A ſomerhing elte thereby ; 
\ || women ſhall adore us, and ſome men : 
\nd fince at ſuch time, miracles are ſought, 
would have that age by chis paper taught 
Vhatmiracles we harmles Lovets wrought. 


Firſt we lov'd well and faithfully, 

Yet knew not what we foy'd, nor why, 

Difference of Sex we neyer knew, 

No more than Guardian Angels do, 

Coming and going we, 

erthance might kiſs, bur yet berween thoſe meales 
Our hands ner toucht the ſeales, 

hich nature injur'd by latelaw, ſer free : 

heſe miracles we did ; but now, alas, 

| meaſure, and all language, I ſhould paſs, 

hould I tell what a miracle ſhe was; 


The Damp, 

Hen IT am dzad, and DoRors know not. way, 
A And my friends cariovny 

ill have me cut upto ſarvay each part, 


nd they ſh2ll find your PiRure in mine heare; 
| E 2 You 
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Youthink a ſodain damp of love 

Willthrough all their ſenſes move, 
And work on them as me, and ſo preferre 
Your murder, to the name of maſſacre. 


Poor victories ! but if you Care be brave, 
And pleaſure in the conqueſt have, 

Firſt kill tPenormous Gyant, your D;/aain, 

And let the enchantreſs Honor next be ſlain; 

Andlike a Goth or Vandal riſe ; 

eface Records, and Hiſtories 

Of your own acts and triumphs over men, 

And without ſuch advantage kill me then. 


For I could muſter up as well as you 
My Gyants, and my Witches too, 

Which are vaſt Conſtancy, and Secrerneſs, 
But theſe I neither look for nor profeſs, 

Kill me as Woman, let me die 

As a meer man, do you but try 
Your paſlive valour, and you ſhall find than, 
Naked you'have odds enoughof any man. 


—— Tm o—— — <= ——w—_— _ 


_- 


The Diſcolution. 


YHe's dead, and all which die 
[o their firſt Elements reſolve [ 
And we were mutual Elements to us, 
And made of one another. 
My body thendoth hers involve, 
And thoſe things whereof 1 conſiſt, hereby 
In me abundant grow, and burdenous, P 
And nouriſh not, bur ſmother, 
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My fire of Paſſion, ſighs of air, 
Water of tears, and earthy ſad deſpair, 
Which my materials be, 
(But neer wornout by loves ſecnritie) 
She, to my loſs, doth by her death repare, 
And I might live long wretched ſo 
But that my fire doth with my tuel grow. 
Now as thoſe Active Kings 
Whoſe forain conqueſt treaſure brings, 
Receive more, and ſpend more, and ſooneſt break, 
This (which Yam amaz'd that I can ſpeak) 
This death hath with my ſtore 
My uſe increas'd. 
And ſo my ſoul more earneſtly releas'd, 
Will outſtrip hers :As bullets flown before 
A later bullet may o'rtake, the powder being more, 


S— 


A Feat Ring ſent, 


Houart not fo black as my hearr, 
Nor half ſo brittle, as ber heart, thou art, (beſpoke, 
What wouldſt thou ſay ? ſhall both our properties by thee 
Nothing more endleſs, gothing ſooner broke ? 


Mariage rings are not of this ſtuffe , 
Oh, why ſhould ought leſs precious, or leſs tough 
Figure our loves ? exceptinthy name thou have bid it fay 
I'm cheap, and noughr but faſhion, fling m&away. 


Yet ſtay with me ſince thou art come, 

Circle this fingers top, which didſt her thomb + (me 
Be jultly proud, and gladly fafe, that thou doſt dwell with 
She that, ob, broke her faith, would ſoon break thee, 

E 73 N egariuh 


Pomes. 


Negative Love, 


Never ſtoop'd ſo low, as they 
| na on aneye, cheek, lip, can prey, 
Seldome to them which ſoar no higher 
Then virtue, or the mind radmire , 
For ſenſe, and underſtanding may 
Know what gives fuell to their fire: 
My love, though filly, is more brave, 
For may I miſs, when erel crave, 
If I know yet what I won'd have. 


1{ that be ſimply perfeReſt 
Which can by no means be expreſt 

But Negatives, my love is ſo. 

Toall, whichall love, I ſay no. 
J; any who deciphers beſt, | 

What we know nor, {our ſelves) an know, 
Let him teach me thatnothing, This 
As yetmy eaſe, and comforris, 
Though ſpeed not, I cannot miſs, 


— cw 


La 


The Prohibition, 
'L Ake heed ofloving me, 


At Kaſtremember, I forbad ur thee; 

Not that 1 ſhall repay in unthrifty a waſt, 

Of Breath and Bloud, upon thy ſighs and tears : 
By being to thee then whatto me thou walt, 
Ent, ſo great Joy, our life at once outwears : 
Then, leſt thy love, by my death fruſtrate be, 

Yf chou love me, take heed of loving tne. 
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Take heed of hating me, 

Or too much triumph in the ViRory, 
Not that I ſhall be mine own officer, 
And hate with hate again retaliate : 
But chou wilt loſe the ſtile of eonquerour, 

If I, thy conqueſt, periſh by thy hate : 

hen, leſt my being nothing leflen thee, 

If thou hate me, take beed of hating me. 


Yet love and hate me too, 
So, theſe extreams ſhall ne'r their office do : 
Love me, thatT maydie the gentler way : 
Hate me, becauſe thy love is too great for me : 
Or let theſe two themſelves, not me decay : 
$0 ſhall T live thy Stage, not triumph be : 
Leſt thou thy love,and hate,and me thouundo, 
0 let me live, yet tove and hate me too, 


—_ 
* —_ 


The Expiration, 


Q® p break off chis laſt lamenting kiſs, 

which ſucks two ſouls, and vapors both away, 
urn thou ghoſt that way, and let me turn this, 
And let our ſelves benight our happieſt day, 
Veask none leave to love , nor will we owe 
Any, ſo cheapa death, as ſaying, Go, 


0; and ifthat word have not quite kill'd thee, 
Eaſe me with death, by bidding me go too, 
Ur, if it have, let my word work on me, 
And a juſt office ona murderer do, 
xcept it be too late, to kill me ſo, 
Being double dead, Song, — 0, 
L 4 
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The Computation. 


i my firſt twenty years, ſince yeſterday, 
I ſcarce beliey'd thou couldſt be gone away, 
And fourty more I fed on fayours paſt, | 
And fourty'on hopes, that thou wouldſt they might l:f, 
Tears drown'd one hundred, and ſighs blew out two, 
A thouſand 1 did neither think, nor do, 
Or not divide, all being one thought of you : 
Orin a thouſand more, forget that too. 
Yetcall not this long life ; but think thatT 
Am, by being dead, immortal ; Can ghoſts die ? 


a —__ _ — 
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The Paradox. 


Foe 


QLover ſ:ith, 1 love, nor any other 

] Can judge a perteR Lover ; 

He thinks thar elſe none can or will agree, 
That any loves bur hee : 

I cannot ſayT lov'd, for who can ſay 
He was kill yeſterday ? 

Love with excefs of lticat, more young than old, 
Death kills with coo much cold; 

We die but once, and who loy'd laſt did die, 

Hethat ſzith twice, doth lie: 

For though he ſeem to move, and ſtir a while, 
Irdoth the ſenſe beguile. 

Such life is like the light which biderh yer 
When the lifes hight is ſet, 

Or like the heat, which, firein ſolid matter 

Leaves behind two hours after. 


Once 
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Mine Epitaph and Tomb. 


Here dead men ſpeak their laſt, and ſodo1; 


Love-ſlain, loe, here I die. 


Once I lave and dy'd; and am now become 
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_ joy, now I am gone, 
Andyou alone, 
(W hich cannot be, 
Since I muſt leave my ſelf with thee, 
And carry thee with me ) 
Yet when unto our eyes 
Abſence denyes 
Each others ſight, 
And makes to us a conſtant night, 
When others change to light : 
* O give no way to grief, 
© Bur let belief | 
*© Of mutual love, 
** This wonder to the vulgar prove 
*© Our Bodies, not we move, 
Let not thy wit beweep 
Words bur ſenſe deep, 
For when we miſs 
By diſtance, our hopes joyning bliſs, 
Even then our ſouls ſhall kiſs : 
Fools have no means to meer, 
But by their feer, 
Why ſhould our clay, 
Over our ſpirits ſo much ſway, 
Tote us to that way ? 
** O give no way to grief, &c. 


Farewell 


_—— — 
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Farewell to Love, 


} \ Hilſt yet to prove 


I thought there was ſome Deitie in love, 
So did I reverence, and gave 

Worſhip, as Atheiſts at their dying hour 

Call, what they cannot name, an unknown power 
As ignorantly did I crave : : 

Thus when 

Things not yet known are coveted by men, 
Our deſires give them faſhion, and ſo 

As they wax lefler, fall, as they ſiſe grow. 


Bur, from late Fair 

His Highneſs (ſitting ina golden Chair,) 

Isnot leſs cared for after three dayes 
By children, then the thing which lovers ſo 
Blindly admire, and with ſuch worſhip wooe : 

Bzing had, enjoying it decayes : 

And thence, 

What before pleas'd them all, takes but one ſenſe, 

Andthat ſolamely, as it leaves behind | 
A kind of ſorrowing dulneſs to the mind. 


* Ah cannot we. 
As well as Cocks and Lyons jocund be, 
After ſuch pleaſures, unleſs wiſe 
Nature decreed (ſince each ſuch aR, they ſay, 
Diminiſheth the length of life a day) | 
This ; asſhe would man inould deſpiſe 
The ſporr, 
Becauſe that other curſe of being ſhort, 
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And only for a minute made to be 
Fager, deſires to raiſe poſterity. 


Sinceſo, my mind 

Shall not deſire what no man elfe can find, 

I'll no more dote and run 
o purſue things which had endammag'd me, 
nd when I come where moving beauties be, 

As men do when the Summer Sun 

Grows great, 2 

hough I admire their greatnefs, ſhun their heat , 
Each place can afford ſhadows, If all fail, 
[is but applying wormſeed to the Tail, 


———. 
_— "- 
— _ 


SOBE, 


| Ear Love continue nice and chaſte, 
ror, it you yield, you do me wrong, 

Let duller wits to loves end haſte, 

] have enough to wooe thee long, 


\|[painand joy is in their way, 

he things we fear bring leſs annoy 

hen fear and hope brings greater joy : 
utin themſelves they cannot ſtay. 


kmall favours will my prayers increaſe : 
ranting my ſuit you give me all, 

ind then my prayers muſt needs ſurceaſe, 
For, I have made your Godhead fall, 


beaſts cannot witt, nor beauty ſee, 


hey, mansaffetions only move : 
| Beaſts 
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Beaſts other ſports of love do prove, 
With better feeling far then wee. 


- Then love prolong my ſuit, for thus ] 


By lofing ſport, I ſport do win: 
And that doth virtye prove in us, 
Which ever yet hath been a ſin. 


My 09%. 4900 may ſpie ſome1ll, 
And now ihe world is given to. ſcoffe : | 
To keep my love, (then) keep me off, 
And ſoI ſhall admire thee ſtill, | 


SayI have made a perfet choice, | 
Satiety our ſelves may kill ; 

Then give me but thy face and voice, 

Mine eye and ear thou canſt not fill, 


To make me rich (oh) be not poor, 
Give me not all, yet ſomething lend, 
So I ſhall till my ſuit commend, | 
And at your will do leſs or more, ; 
Bur, if to all you condeſcend, 
My love, our ſport, your Godhead end. 


A Lefure upon the Shadow, 


Tand ſtill, and 1 will read to thee 
A Lecture, Love in loves Philoſophie. 
Theſe three hours that wethave ſpent, 
Walking here : Two ſhadows went 
Along with us, which we our ſelves produc'd. 
But now the Sun is juſt above our head, 
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We do thoſe ſhadows tread : 

Andto brave clearneſs all things are reduc'd, 
So whilſt our infant love did grow, | 
Diſpuiſes did, and ſhadows, flow, 
From us, and our cares: but, now *tis not ſo. 


That love hath not attain'd the high'ſt degree, 
Which is till diligent leſt others ſee, 
Except our loves at this noon ſtay, 
We ſhall new ſhadows make the other way. 
As the firſt were madeto blind 
Others , theſe which come behind 
Will work upon our ſelves, and blind our eyes. 
If our loves Fine and weſtwardly decline ; 
To me thou, falſly, thine, 
And I to thee mine aRtions ſhall diſpuiſe. 
The morning ſhadows wear away, 
But theſe grow longer all the day, 
But oh, loves day is ſhorr, if love decay. 


Love is a growing, or full conſtant light : 
And his ſhort minute, after noon, isnighr, 


T he endof* the Songs and Sonets. 
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Hero and Leander. 


Oth rob'd of air, we both lie in one ground, 
Both whom one fire had burnt, one water drown'd. 


Pyramus and Thisbe. 


Two, by themſclves, each other love and fear 
Slain, cruel friends, by parting have joyn'd here. 


Niobe. 


By childrens birchs, and death, I am become 
So dry, thatI am now mine own ſad tomb. 


A burnt Ship. 


Ont of a fired Ship, which by no way 
But drowning, could be reſcued from the flame, 
[ Some men leap'd forth, and ever as they came 
| Near the foes Ships, did by their ſhot decay : 
$9 all were loſt, which in theſhip were found, 
They in the ſea beins burnt, they in the burnt ſhip 
; (drown'd. 


Fall 
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Fall of a Wall. 
(Minder an under-min'd, and ſhot-bruis'd wall 
\ coo-bold Captain periſh'd by the fall, 
hoſe brave misfortune happieſt men envi'd, 
hat had a towre for tomb, his bones to hide. 


A lame Begger. 


I am unable yonder begper cries, 
0 ſtand, or move it he ſay true, he /er. 


A Self-accaſer, 


our Miſtreſs, that you follow Whores ſtill taxeth you ; 
Tis ſtrange that ſhe ſhould thus confeſs it, though'ic be 

(rue. 
A licentions perſon. 


by ſins and hairs may no man equal call, 
or, as thy ſinnes increaſe, try hairs do fall, 


Antiquary. 


f in his fudy he hath ſo much care 
hang a!l old ſtrange things, let his wife beware. 


Ds/nherited. 


by father all from thee, by bislaſt Will 
ave tO the poor ; Thou haſt good ticle ſtill, 


Ph "J78e, 
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Phyyne. 


Thy flattering Pifture, Phyyne, is like to thee, 
Only in this, that you both painted bee. 


An obſcure ppriter. 


Philo, with twelye years ſtudy hath been griey'd, 
To' be underſtood, when will he be beliey'd ? 


K locks fo deeply hath ſworn, ne*r more to come 
Indawdie houſe, that he dares not go home: 


Raderus. 


Why this.man pelded. Martial, T amuſe, 
Except himſelf alone his tricks would uſe, 


As Katherine, for the Courts ſake, put down ſtews. 


Mecrcurins Gallo Belgicus, 


Like Eſops fellow ſlaves, O Mercurie, 

W hich could do all things, thy faith is; and 1 
Like 'E/ops ſelf which nothing ; I confeſs 

I ſhould Che had more faith, ifthou hadl(t leſs , 
Thy credit loſt thy credit : *Tis fin to do, - 

- In this caſe asthou would(t be done unto, 

To believe all : Change thy name: thou art like 
Aercurie in ſtealing, bur lyiſt like a Greek. 


Compaſſion in the LN, R bred : 
Ralphins is ſick, the broker keeps his bed. 


The end of the Epigrams. 
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Ond woman, a which wouldit have thy husband die, 
Pda complain {t of his great jealouſie : 

If ſwoln with.poyſon, he lay inthis laſt bed, 

His body with a ſere-cloth covered, 

Drawing his breath, as thic&ahd ſhore as art 

The nimblettcrochetiog Maſidan: a 

Ready with lombſoryorntnges' ſpne 

His ſoul out, of one hell ints ®hew} . | 

Made deaf Nith hispoot Kindieds howlit ha 
Begging wirhtew ſeignd'tevrs, o reat legadies, 
Thou waule(Fnot weep,” but "alfy/an liek be, 


As a ſlave, which to6; 'mO0rrow 5 Ave fm 
ly 


Yer wee pſbthou; when thoufeethirn hv 
Swallow lis own death: ;hexrt®barie Fei 
O give him many thanks) he's coarteons + 
That in ſuſpeRingkindl ly warneth us, 
We muſt not, as wEus? flovit openly,” | 

In ſcoffing riddles his deformi oo 4 Sena 
Nor, at his boot r6gether being fir. 

With words, nor touch At#tce looks YET | 
Nor when he ſwoln ,andpainper'd with high ire 
Sirs down And 1, Hotrs. 648d it his biker chair, 
Muſt we ufurp higown bed ahy : more, 

Nor kiſs and Hr in bis'hobfe as before; 


New 
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Now do I ſee my danger , for, it is, 

Hisrealm, his caſtle, and his dioceſs. 

But if (as envious men, which would revile 
Their'Prince,or coin his Gold, themſelves exile 

TIato another country and do it there) 
Weplayinanothers houſe, what ſhould we fear? 
There we will ſcorn his houſhold policies, 

His ſeely plots, and penſionaty ſpies, 

As the inhabitants of Thames right ſide 

Do Londons Mayor ; or Germans, the Popes pride, 


—— — —_ '” EW. 
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Arry, and love-thy Flaws; for, ſhee: | 

Hath all things, whexghy orbers. beateous be, 
For, though her eyesþe/ſmall,her-mouthis great; : .. 
Though their be Ivory, yether teeth be jear) 
_— they.be ditim,,yetſhe islighe enough,” \: | - 
And though her harſh haix's fayhher.skit isrough; | 
What though hex cheeks be yallgw her hair's red; 1; 1. | 
Give her thine, and ſhe bath &Maidenbead> ir} -» [| -- 
Theſe things ase beauties elements, where theſe 
Meet in one, thatone mult,agperieh; pleaſe. -| 
If red and white, agd each goodhuabity » - 1:41: 
Be.in thy wench, ne*r ask wherer,doth Jiec;- / 1; 
In buying things perfum'd, we askzifrhere 
Be musk and amber init, but no&where./! ; -/!/' 
Though all her parts be not. jnth/,uſualphece, } 
She harh yer the Anagrams of a-geod face. ..,r: ,-[,: 
If we might putthe letters but-eneway, -'. -} of! 19:1 47 
In thar lean dearth of words whaz could we ſ#y-? ;-»- 


When by the Gamuth ſome Mauſtians make ' 
A perfect ſong, others will undertake, , 
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By the ſame Gamuth chang'd, to equalit. 
ling ſimply good, can never be unfit, 
thee s fair as any, ifall be like her, 
\nd if none be, then ſhe is ſingular; 
ll love is wonder , if we juſtly doe 
\ccount her wonderful, why not loyely too ? 
ove built on beauty, ſoon as beauty, dies, 
huſe this face, chang'd by no deformities, 
omen arealllike Angels ; the fair be 
ike thoſe which fell co worſe : bur ſuch as ſhe; 
ike to good Angells nothing can impair : 
' WTis leſs grief to be foul, thento have been fair. 
. Wor one nights revels, {ilk and gold we chuſe, 
ur, in long journeys, cloth, and leather uſe. 
teauty is barren oft , beſt husbands ſay, 
T here is beſt land, where there is fouleſt way. 
Dh what a ſoveraign plaiſter will ſhe be, 
{thy paſt ſins haye taughe thee jealouſic ! 
ere needs no ſpies, nor cunuchs, her commic 
afe to thy foes, yea, toa Marmodic, d. 
ike Belgia's cities when the Country is drown'd, 
; Whacdurty foulneſs guards and armes the towns , 
jo doth her face guard her ; and ſo, for thee, 
bich forc'd by buſineſs, abſent oft mult be, . 
be, whoſe face, like clouds, turns the day to night; 
| Fo, mightier than the ſea, makes Moors ſeem white ; 
_, I/ho,though ſeven years, ſhe inthe. Stews had laid; 
- © Nunnery durſtreceive, and think a Maid, 
ad though in childbirths labour ſhe did lie, 
idwives would ſwear, 'twere but a tympany, 
hom, if ſhe accuſe her ſelf, I credit leis 
han witches, hich impoſlibles confeſs. = 
, tom Dikdoes, Bedſtaves, or a velyet Glaſs 
y ould be as loath to touch as Joſeph was, 
F 2 
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One like none, and lik'd of none, fitteſt were, 
For, things in faſhion every man will wear, 
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Lthough thy hand and faith, and good word too 
Have f 

Yea though thou fallback, that Apoſtaſie 

Confirms thy love, yet much, much Ifear thee. 
Women are like the Arts, forc'd unto none, 
Opentoall ſearchers, unpriz'difunknown. 

IfI have caught a bird, and let him flie, - 

Another Fouler uſing thoſe means, as I, | 
May catch the ſame bird ; and, as theſe things be, 
Women are made for men, not him nor me. 

Foxes, goats and all beaſts change when they pleaſe, 
Shall women; more hot, wily, wild than theſs. 

Be bound to one man, andbidNature then 

Idly makethem apter-to "endure than men , 

They 'are our cloggs, not their own ; if a man be 
Chain'd toa'gally,yer the pally is free. © 

Who hath a plow-land, caſts all his ſeed-corn there, 
And yet allows his ground more corn ſhould bear; 
Though Danuby into the ſea muſt flow, =, © 

The ſea receives the Rhine; Volga: and Po, - | 

By nature, which gave it, this libertte. + 
Thou loy/ſk;but oh ! canſtrhou love it and me ? 
Likeneſs ghues love ; and if that rhou iq doe, 

To make us like and love, muſt I change too? * 
More than thy bate, Iharte 'ir, rather let me ' 

Allow her change, rhan change as of as fhee, 

And ſo notreach, but force my *opinion, ' 

To love not any one, nor every one. 


eal'd thy loye, which nothing ſhould undoe. 
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ſo live inone land, is captivity, 
ſo run all countries, a wild ro 
aters ſtink ſoon,if in one place they abide, 
\nd inthe vaſt ſea are worſe purifi'd : 

ut when they kiſs one bank, and leaving this 
ever look back, but the next bank do kils, 
henare they pareſt ; Change is the nurſery 
Of muſick, joy, life, and erernity. 
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Nee, and but once found in thy company, 

All chy ſuppoſed ſcapesare laid on me ; 

Andasa thief at bar, is queſtion'd there 

By allche men that have been rob'd that year, 
SoamT, (by this traiterous meanes ſurpriz'd) 

By thy Hydroprique father catechiz'd. 

Though he had wont to ſearch with glazed eyes 
As though he came to kill a Cockatrice, 

Though he hath oft ſworn, that he would remove 
Thy beauties beauty; and food of our love, 

Hope of his goods, if I withthee were ſeen, 

Yer cloſe and ſecret, as our ſouls, we* have been. 
Though thy immortal mother, which doth lie 

Still buried in her bed, yet will not die, 

Takes this advantage to fleep our day light, 

And watch thy entries, and returnes all night, 
And, when ſhe takes thy hand,and would ſeem kind, 
Doth ſearch what rings, and- armlets ſhe can find, 
And kiſling notes the color of thy face, | 
And fearing leſt thou art ſwoln; doth/thee imbrace, 
And to try if thou long, doth name {trange meats, 
And notes thy palenels, bluſhes, ſighs, and ſweats; 
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And politiquely will to thee confeſs. 

The fins of her own youths rank luſtineſs , 

Yet love theſe ſorceries did remove, and moye 
Thee to gull thine own mother for my love. 

Thy little brethren, whichlike Fairy Sprights 

Ofr skipt into.our chamber, thoſe ſweet nights, 
And kiſt, and dandled on thy fathers knee, 
Were brib'd next day; to tell what they did ſee : 
The grim-cight-foor-high-iron-bound ſerving-man 
That oft names God in oathes, and only than, 

He that to bar the firſt gate doth as wide 

As the great Rhodian Coloflus ſtride, 

Which, if in hell noother paines there were, 
Makes me fear hell, becauſe he muſt be there : 
Though by thy father he were hir'd to this, 

Could never witneſsany touch or kiſs, 

Put Oh, too common ill, I brought with me 

That, which betxay*d meto mine enemy : 

A lond perfame, which at my entrance cryed 

Even at thy fathers noſe, ſo were we ſpied. 
When, like a Tyrant King, that in his bed © 

Smells gunpowder, the pale wretch ſhivered; 

Had it been ſome bad ſmel, he would have thought 
Thar his own feet or breath, the ſmell had wrought. 
But as we in our Hle impriſoned, © © © 
Where cattle onely, and divers dogs are bred, 

The precious Unicorns, ſtrange'monſters, call, 

$9 thought he ſweet ſtrange, that had none at all. 

I caught my fijks their whiſtling to forbear, 


Even my oppreſt ſhooes,dumb and ſpeechleſs were, 


Onely, thon bitter-Iweet, whom I had laid 
Next me, me traiterouſly haſt betraid, 
And unipſpeted haſt inviſibly 

At once {led unto him, and ſtaid with me. 
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Baſe excrement of earth, which doſticonfound' ©! 
B&enſe from diſtinguiſhing the fick from ſound ; 

By thee the ſeely Amoroys ſucks his death © 

By drawing inf&leprous harlots breath, 

By thee the greateltſtain'to mars eſtate 

Falls on us; to be call'd effeminate ,7- bs 

Though you be much loy'd in the Princes hall, . 

There things that ſeem, exceed ſubſtantial, 

Gods when ye fum'd on altars,were pleas'd well, 
BBecauſe you'er burnt, not that they lik'd your ſmel, 

Youare loathſome all, being taken ſimply alone, 

Shall we love1ll things joyrrd, and hate each one ? 

If you were good, your good dorh ſoon decay, _* 

And you are rare; that takes the pood away. 

All my perfumes, I give moſt willingly 

To embalm thy fathers coorſe ; Wha will he dy ? 
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Hi take my Pifture : though T bid farewel! : 

Thine, in my kearr, where my ſoul dwells, ſhall dwell, 
Tis like me now, butI dead, *twill be more | 
When wears ſhadows both, than "twas before. 

When weather-beaten I come back :- my hand, 

Perhaps with rade ofrs torn, or-Sun-beames tann'd, 

My face and breaſt of hair-cloth, and my head 

With cares harſh fodain horineſy o'r ſpread, 

My body a ſack.of bones, broken within, 

And powders blew ſtains ſcattered on my skin: 

frival foolstax thee to* have loy'da man, 

$0 toul, and coarſe, as, Oh, I may ſtem than, 

This ſhall ſay what I was: and thou ſhalc ſay, 

Do his hure reach me? doth my worth decay ? 

F 4 Or 
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Or do they reach-his judging:mind,/that he -. 
Should now loye leſs, whathe did lovetg {ee 2. 
That which in him bebo gnd delicate, : - 

Was but the milk whjcÞ in foves childiſhflate 
Did nurſe it : who now is grown ftrong.enough 
To feed on that which to weak tafts ſeems to - 1 
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\H, let me not ſerye ſo,as thoſe men ſerys,;. 

\ JWhom honors ſmoaks at once flatter & Rerve: 
Poorly enrich'c with greatmens wards or logks: 
Nor ſo write my name in thy loving books.;., 
As thoſe IdoJatrous flatterers, which Rill | 
Tir Princes ſtiles, which. many names fulfil 
Whetce they no tribute have, and bear no ſway. 
Such ſervices I offer as ſhall pay 

* Themſelves, I hate dead names: Oh then let me 
Favorite in Ordinary, or no favorite be. 
When my ſoul was in herownbody ſheath'd ; 
Nor yet by oaths berroth'd, gor kiſſes breath'd 
Tnto my Purgatory, faithleſs thee, 
Thy heart ſeem'd wax, andteel thy conſtancy : 
So careleſs flowers {trow'd on the waters face, 
The curled whirlpools ſuck, ſmack, and; embrace, 
Yet drown them ; ſo the tapers beamyeye - 
Amorouſly twinkling, beckons the giddy flie, 
Yet burnes his wings; and'ſuchthe Devil is, 
Scarce viſiting them who are intirely his: 
When 1 behold a ſtream, which, fromthe ſpring, 
Doth with doubtful melodious murmuring, 
Or ina ſpeechleſs ſlumber calmly ride. | 
Her wedded channels boſome, and there chide, 
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And bend her brows, and (well,-if any bough, 

Do but ſtoop downto kiſs, her urmoſt brows 

Yet if her often gnawing kiſſes win . 

The traiterous banksto gape, and let herin, 

She ruſheth violently, and doth divorce 

Her from her native and her long-kept courſe, 

And roares, and braves it, and in gallant ſcorn, 

In flattering eddies rn. nw J 

She floats her channel, which thenceforth is dry ; 
Then ſay I, that is ſhe, and this am1. | 

Yet let not thy deep bitterneſs beget-! 

Careleſs diſpair in me, for that will whet © -_ | 
My mind to ſcorn ; -and ab, love dull'd with pairr+* - © 
Was n'er ſo wiſe, nor well arm'd as difdain. | 
Then with new eyes Ehall ſurvey and fpy 

Death in thy cheeks, and darkneſs in thine eye : 
Through hope breed fairh&love thus taught,I ſhall 
As nations do from Rome, from thy love fall, 

My hate ſhall outgrow thine, and utterly 

I will renounce thy dalliance :. and when I 

Am the Recufant, in that reſolute ſtate 

What hurts ir me to be* excommunicate # 
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RR lay Tdeor, I taught thee to love, 

And intbatſophiſtry, Oh, how thou doſt prove 
Too ſubtile : Fool, chou didſtnot underſtand 

The myſtique language of the eye nor hand : 

Nor could(t thou judge the difference of the ayre 

Ot ſighs, and fay, this lies, this ſounds defpair ; 

Nor by the 'eyes water know a malady 
Deſperately hor, or changing feveroully. 
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I had not taught thee then, 'the Alphabet 
Of flowers, how they devifefully being ſet, 
And bound up, might with ſpeechleſs ſecrecy 
Deliver errands murely, and mutually. 
Remember ſince, all thy words us'd to be 
Toevery ſuitor, 7, If my friends agree. 
Since, houſhold charms, thy husbands name to teac 
Wereallche love tricks; thatthy wit could reach : 
And fince, an hours diſcourſe could ſcarce have made 
One anſwer in thee, and that'ill arrayed 
In broken proverbs, and torn ſentences. 
Thou art not by ſomany duties his, 


(Thar from the worlds Common having ſever'd thee, 


Inlaid thee, neither to be ſeen, nor fee) 

As mine : who have with amorous delicacies 
Refin'd thee into a bliſsful Paradiſe. : 
Thy graces and good works my creatures be, 

I planted knowledg and lifes tree in thee : 
Which, Oh, ſhall ſtrangers taſte ? Muſt F, alas, 
Frame and enamel Plate, and drinkin glaſs ? 
Chafe wax for others ſeales? break a colts force, 
And leave himthen being made a ready horſe ? 
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A? the ſweet ſweat of Roſes in a Stif, 


As that whichfrom chafd Muskers pores doth trill, 


As the Almighty Balm of th'early Eaſt, 

Such are the ſweat drops of my Miſtris breaſt, 

And on her neck herskin ſuch luſtre ſets, 

 Theyſeemno ſweatdrops, bur pearl coronets, 
Rank ſweaty froth thy Miſtreſſes brow defiles, 

Like ſpermatique iflue of ripe menſtruous hoyles, 
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Or like the skum, which, by needs lawleſs law 
Enforc'd Sanſerra's ſtaryed men did draw 
From parboyl'd ſhoos and boots, and allrhe reſt 
W hich were with any ſoveraign fatnels bleſt, 
And ike vile ſtones lying in ſaffrond tin, 

Or warts, or weales, it hangs upon her skin, 
Round as the worlds her head, on every (ide, 
Like to the fatal Ball which fell on Ide, 

Or that whereof God had ſuch jealoulie, 

As for the raviſhing thereof we dy. 

Thy h:ad is like a rough-hewn ſtatue of jeat, 


Where marks for eyes, noſe, mouth, are yer ſcarce ſet : 


_Like the firſt Chaos, or flat ſeeming face 
Ot Cynthia, when th* earths ſhadows her imbrace. 
Like Proſerpines white beauty-keeping .cheſt, 

Or Joves beſt fortunes urne, is her fair breſt, 
Thine's like worm-eaten trunks cloth'd in ſeals skin 
Or gray*d that's duſt withour, and ſtink within, 

And like that ſlender ſtalk, at whoſe end ſands 

The wood-. bine quivering, are her arms and hands, 
Like rough bark'd elmboughs, or the ruſſet skin 
Ofmen late ſcourg'd for madnels, or for lin , 

Like Sun-parch'd quarters on the city gate, 

Such is thy tan*d skins l2mentable Rate : 

And like a bunch ofragged carrets ſtand 

The ſhort ſwoln fingers.of thy miſtreſs hand , 

Then like the Chymicks maſculine equal fire, 
Which in the Lymbecks warm womb doth inſpire 
Into th' earths worthleſs dur a ſoul of gold, 

Such cheriſhing hear her beſt lov'd part doth hold. 
Thine's like the dread mouth ofa fired gun 
Orlike hot liquid metals newly run' 

Into clay moulds, or like to that Xtna 
Where round about the graſs is burnt away. 
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Are not your kiſſes then as filthy, and more, 
As a worm ſucking an invetom'd fore? 
Doth not thy teartul hand infeeling quake, 
As one which githering flowers, ſtill feares a ſnake ? 
Is not your laſt a& harſh, and violent, 

As whena plough a ſtony ground doth rent ? 
So kiſs 500d turtles, ſo devoutly nice 

A Prieſt is in his handling Sacrifice, 

And nice in ſearching wounds the Surgeon is, 
As we, when we embrace, or touch, or kiſs, 
Leave her, and I will leave comparing thus, 
Shee and compariſons are odious. 
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Spring, nor Summers beauty hath ſuch grace, 
As I haveſeen in one A#tumnal face, 
Young Beaaties force our Loves,and that's a Rape, 
This doth bat co/ail, yer you cannot ſcape. 
If 'twere a ſhame to love, here 'twere no ſhame : 
Aﬀettions here take Reverentes name. 
Were her firſt years the Golden age, that's true. 
But now ſhe's go/4 oft try'd, and ever new. 
That was her torrid and inflaming time, 
This is her habitable Tropique clime. 
Farr eyes, who askes more heat than comes from hence. 
| He in afeaver wiſhes peſtilence. 
, Call nottheſe wrinkles, graves : If graves they were 
They were Loves graves : or elſe he is no where, 
Yer lies not Love dead here, but here doth (ic | 
Vow'd to this trench, like an Azachorit. 
And here, till hers, which muſt be his death, come, 
He doch not dig a grave, but build a Tomb. 
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Here dwells he, though he ſojourn ey'ry where, 
In Progreſs, yet his ſtanding houſe is here. 
Here, where ſtill Eveniag is, not ngou nor night ; 
Where no vo/uprmonſneſs, yet all delight. 
In all her words, unto all hearers fit, 
You may at Revels, you at counſayls lit. 
This is loves timber, youth his under-wood , 
There he, as wine in 74», enrages blood, 
Which then comes ſeaſonableit, when our taſt 
And appetite to other things, is pal}. 
Xerxes ſtrange Lydian love, the Platanetree, 
Was lov'd for age, none being fo old as ſhe, 
Orelſe becauſe, being young, nature did bleſs 
Her youth with ages wy, Barrenne(s. 
If we love things long ſought, Age is a thing 
Which weare fifty yearsin compaſling, 
If tranſitory things which ſoon decay, 
Age mult be lovelieſt at the lateſt day. | 
But name not zYinter-faces, whoſe skin's ſlack ; 
Lank, as an unthrifrs purſe , buta Souls ſack, 
W boſe eyes ſeek light within, for all here's ſhade ; ; 
Whoſe moxthes are holes, rather worn out than. made; 
Whoſe every rooth to a ſeveral place is gone 
To vex the ſoul at. Re(arrefion, ,_ 
Name not theſe. living Death-heads untome, 
For theſe, not -Axcient but Antique ber 
I hate extreames ;. yet Lhadratherſtay 
With Tombs then Cyadles, to.wear ontithe-day; 
Since ſuch loves natural ſtation is, may;ſtil} 
My love deſcend, and,journey down:the hill, 
Not panting after growing beauties, ſo, 
I ſhall ebb on with them, who homeward goe, 
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Mage of her whom I love, more than ſhe, 
I W hoſe fair impreſſion in my faichful hearr; 
Makes me her dal, and makes her love me, 
As Kings do coins, to which their itamps impart 
The value : go, and take my heart from hence, 
Which now is grown too great and good for me: 
Heonours oppreſs weak {pirits, and our ſence 
Strong objects dull; the more, the leſs we ſee: 
When you are gone, and Reafon gone with you, 
Then Fantaſie is Queen and Soul, and all, 
She can preſent joyes meaner than you do ; 
Convenient, ant{more proportional. 
So, if 1 dream | have you, I have you : 
For, all our joyesare but fantaſtical. 
Ando 1 ſcape the pin, for pain is true ; 7:5 
And ſleep which locks up ſenſe; doth lock out all; 
After ſuch a fruition Tſhall wake, - 
And; but the waking, nothing ſhall repent , 
And ſhall ro love more thankful Sonets make, 
. Thenif more honour, tears,and paines were ſpent; 
Bur deareſt heart; and dearer Image ſtay, 
Alas, true joyes atbeſt are dr:ams enough ; 
Though you ſtay here, you paſs roo faſt away : 
| Forevenat firſt lifes Taper is a ſnuffe. - 
Fill'd with her love; may t be rather grown 
Mad with much heart, then ;4;ot with none; 
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Anguage thou art too nartow, and too weak 
Lo eaſe us now, great forows cannot ſpeak. 
If we could ſigh our accents, and weep words, 
Grief weares,8 leſſens,that tears breath affords, 
$ad hearts, the leſs they ſeem, the more they are; 
(So guiltieſt men ſtand:mnteſt arthe bar) 

Not that they know not, feel northeir eftate, 
But extreme-:ſenſe hath miade'them deſperate 
Sorrow to whom we ow all 'that webe; --i 
yrant in the fifth and:;greateſt Monarchy; 
agt thatſht did poſſeſs all hearts before; '': 
hou haſt kill'd her, comake thy Empire riore ? 
Knew'ſt thou ſome wonldzthar knew herniorglament, 
$in adeluge periſhth' annoceit2 +. 02 02 
at not enough to havethat palace won; 
But thou muſt razk itt00zthat was undone ?' 
Hadſt thon ſtaig' there, look'r ourather eyes, 
\|l had ador'd thee, thatrnow-from thee flies, _ 
For they let out chorelighazhan they rookin, ©» 
hey told not wheny butdid the dayibegin ;/ | | 
She was too Saphitine;\andictearforchegs/' » - 
lay, flint, and jear now-zby/tis dwellings be ; 
\las, ſhe was too pure;/binqwor-roo 'wehks + 
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\nd if we be thy'con byrherfall 4) 
l' haſt loſt tu irgarts. retry all#5: 

Ir if we live; we livebuttotebell, 511! 101! 

[hat know her beter nowiurho:knew! her well. 
{we ſhould yapour our, and pine and dy; 

ince ſhe firlt went that were not miſery : 
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She chang'd our world with hers : now ſhe is gone, 
Mirth and proſperity is oppreſſion : 

For of all moral vertues ſhe was all; 

That Erhicks ſpeake of vertues cardinal : 

Her ſoul was Paradiſe : the Cherubin 

Set to keep it was grace, that kept.our fin : 

She had no more, then let indeath for we 

All reap conſumpriofrom one fruitful tree : 

God took her hence, leſt ſome of us ſhokdd. love: 
Her, like chat plant{:hita and his lawsaboye ; 3 ||-:: 
And when we tearg,he mercy ſhedinthis; | -:.. 2592 
To raiſe our mindes to'heaven; where now ſheis © 
Who if her vertues would havelet. her ſtay 

We had had a Saint; have nowaholiday,! -. -'/ | 
Her heart was that: ſtrange buſh, where, ſacred: reg" 
Religion, did notconfume; but” inſpire | 

Such piety, {0 chaſiewle of Gad'sday, 

That what we turn to feaſt, ſheturn' hs pray, 

And did prefigurebere, in devour tafte;: 

The reſt of her kighSabbath; which fbalkaſt. 
Angels did hand-het up, whoinext od dwell; 

(For ſhe was of chir order whencemodt fell): | 

Her bodie's lefravxthus; leſt fomechnifaid; 

She could not die, apo epalcendy 3 

For from leſs virtue; ahditeſs bearizoo 

The Gentiles framid them Gotly atoms 
The ravenous earth #hat nowwooigher to be - 
Earth too; will-be'd:Deumnid ;- andithe; tree 

That wraps that Cryftil in awobdewTomb, ' 

Shall be took up ſprice; fll'd withdlamond: 

And we her ſod glad friends allbearapart 7 > 
Of grief, for all would breaka Stojicksheart. | 
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Ot that in colour it was like thy hair, | 

Armelets of that thou maift ſtilllet me wear : 
Nor that thy hand it oft embrac'd and kiſt, 
For ſo it had that good, which oftI miſt ; 
Nor for that filly old morality, Þ _ 
That as theſe links were knit, our loves ſhonld be : 
Mourn T, thatI thy ſevenfold chain haye loſt 
Nor for the luck-ſake ; bur the bitter coſt, 
O, ſhall twelve righteous Angels, which as yet 
No leaven of vile ſoder didadmit : - 
Nor yet by any way haveſtraidor gone 
From the firſt {tate of their Creation: _ 
Angels, which heaven commanded to provide 
All things to me, and be my faithful guide : 
To gain new friznds. appeaſe old enemies : 
To comfort my ſoul, whenl he or riſe. 
Shall theſe twelye innocents, by thy ſevere . _ 
Sentence (dread Judge) my fins great burden bear ? 
Shall they be damn'd, and in the furnace thrown, 
And puniſht for offences nottheir own? ___ 
They ſave not me, they do, not. eaſe my pains, . . 
When in that hell chey'are burnt and yd in chains; 
Were they but Crowns of France, I cared not, 
For, moſt ofthem, their natural Country rot 
I think poſſeſſeth, they come here tous, 
So pale, ſo lame, ſolean,ſo ruinous; _ _. 
And howſoe'r French Kings moſt Chriſtian be, 
Their Crowns are circumcis'd moſt Jewiſhly ; 
Or were they Spartiſh Stamps ſtill travelling, 
Thx are b2come as Cattoiique as their King, 
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Thoſeunlickt bear-whelps, unfil'd piſtolets 

That (more then Cannon ſhot) ayailes or lets, 

Which negligently left unrounded, look 

Like many angled figuresin the book 

Of ſome dread Conjurer that would enforce 

Nature, as theſe do juſtice from her courſe. 

Which, as the ſoul quickens head, feet, and heart, 

As ſtreams like veins, run through th'eartl'severy part, 


Viſit all Countries, and have lily made 

Gorgeous Fxance, ruin'd, ragged, and decay'd ; 
Scotland, which knew no State, proud in one day : 
And mangled ſeventeen; headed Belgia - 

Or were it ſuch gold as that wherewithall 
Almighty C himiques from cach Mineral, 

Having by ſubtle fire a ſoul out-pull'd; 

Are dirtily and deſperately gbll'd : 

I would not ſpit toquenchthe fire they'are in, 
For, theyare guilty of much hainous fin. 

But fhall my harmleſs angels periſh ? Shall 

I loſe my guard, my eaſe, my food, my all ? 

Much hope which they ſhould nouriſh will be dead. 
Much of my able youth, and luſty head 

Will vaniſh,if thou Love let them alone, 

For thou wilt love me leſs when they are gone, 
And be content that ſome lowd fqueaking Cryer 
Well pleaſ'd with one lean chred-bare groat tor hire, 
May like a devil roar through eyery ſtreet ; 

And gall the finders conſcience, if they meet. 

Or let me creep to ſome cread Cc onjurer, 

T hat with phantaſtique ſcenes fils full much paper : 
Which hath divided heaven in tenements, 

Ard with whores, theeves, and murderers tuft his rents 
So full, that though he place chem all in ſin, 


Ke leaves bimſelf no room to enter in, 
But 
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But if, when all his arc and time is Ipent, 
He fay *cwill ae*r.-be found, yer be content ; 
Receive from him the doom ungrudgingly, 
Becauſe he is the mouth of defliny. 

Thou ſay'{t-(alas) the gold- doth till remain, 
Though it be chang'd and pur into a chain, 
Sin the firſt faln Angels, reſteth (til! 
Wiſdom and knowledge; but 'tis turn'd to ill : 


As theſe ſhould do good works ; and ſhould provide 


Neceſſities, but now muſt: nurſe thy pride, , .. 
And they are ſti bad Angels : Mine are none : 
For form gives being : and their form is gone : 
Pity theſe Angels yet : their dignities 
Paſs Virtues, Powers, and Principalities. 

But, thou art reſolute : Thy: will he-done 2..; -++ 
Yet with ſuch anguiſh, as her only fog | 
The Motherin the hungry grave doth lay, 
Uaco the fire thefe Marryrs I betray. 
Good ſouls, (for you give life to every thing) 
Good Angels { for good meſſages you bring) 
Deſtin'd you might have been ro-ſuch an one, 
As would have loy'd and worſhip'd youalone': | 
One that up hunger; nakedneſs, 
Yeadeath, e're he would make: your number leſs, 
Bt I am guilty of your ſad decay :\ | 
May your ;ew-fellows longer with, me ſtay. 

But 01 thow wretched finder whom I bate + ' 
So, thatI almoſt pity thy eſtate, 
Gold E:ing the-heavieit amongſt metals all, 
Mat my moſt heavy curſe upon thee fall ; _ 
Here fetter'd, manacled, and hang'din chains, 


Firſt may%c thou be; thenchain' to-helliſh paigs : © - 


Or be with faraign gold brib'd'to. betray 
Thy Country, and fail both of it.and Pay: 
p- 


Mat 
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May the next thing thou Roop'ſt to reach, contain 

Poyſon, whoſe nimble fume rot thy moiſt brain ; 

Or libels, or ſome interdiRed thing, 

Which negligently kept, thy ruine bring. 

Luſt-bred diſeaſes rot thee , and dwell with thee 

Itching deſire, and no abilitie. 

May all the evills that gold eyer wrought, 

All miſchiefthat all devils ever thought : 

Want after plenty : poor and gouty age : 

The plague of travailers : love and marriage 

Afﬀic thee; and that thy lives laſt moment, 

May thy ſwoln fins themſelvesto thee preſent. 
Bur I forgiye : repent thou honeſt man : 

Gold is reſtorative, reſtore it than : 

But if that from it thou beeſt loath to part, 

Becauſe 'tis cordial, would 'twere at thy heart. 
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Op mas, Fares : I fear you not. All whom I owe 
Are paid, but you, Then reſt me e're Ig0. 
Bur, Chance from you all ſoveraignty hath gor, 


Love woundeth none but thoſe whom death dares not t 
True, if you were, and juſt in equity, 7 7-4 
I ſhould have vanquiſh'd her, - as you did-me..- 
Eiſe Lovers ſhoald not brave dearh's pains, and live? 
But *tis a rule, Death comes not to relieve. 
Or, pale and wan deachs terrours, are they lay'd 
So deep in Lovers, they make death afraid? 
Or, (the leaſt comforc) have'T company ? 
 Orcan the Fares love death; as'well as me 2. 
Yes, Fates do ſilk unto her diſtaffe pay, 
For ranſome, which tax they on us do lay. 
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Love gives her youth, whichis the reaſon why 
Youths, for her ſake, ſome wither and ſome ie, 
poor death can nothing give-: yer for her ſake, 

Still in her turn, he doth a Lover take. 

And if death ſhould provefalſe, ſhe fears him-not, 
Our Muſes, toredeem her ſhe hath got. 

That fatal night we laſt kifg'd, I thus pray'd, 
(Orcather, thus deſpair'd, I ſhould have faid,) 
Kiſſes, and yer deſpair, The forbid tree 

Did promiſe (and deceive) no more than ſhe. 

Like Lambs that ſee their teats, and muſt cat Hay, 
A food, whoſe taſte hath made me pine away. 
Dives, when thou ſaw'ſt bliſs, and crav'dſt to touch 
A drop of water, thy great pains were ſuch. 

Here griet wants a freſh wir, for mine being ſpent, 
And my ſighes weary, groans are all my rent, 
Unable longer to endure the pain, 

They break like thunder, and do bring down rain. 
Thus, till dry tears ſoulder mine eyes, I weep : 

And then, 1 dream how you ſecurely ſtep. 

And in your dreams do laughat me I hate, 

And pray Love All-may : He pities my ſtate, 

But ſayes, I therein no revenge ſhall find : 

TheSun would ſhine, though all the world were blind. 
Yer, to try my hate, Love ſhew'd me your tear; 

AndI had dy'd, had not your ſmile been thete. 
Your frown undoes me : your ſmile is my wealth : 
And asyou pleaſe tolook, 1have tny health. 

Me thought loye pitying me, when he ſaw this, 
Gave me your hands, the backs and palms to Kils, 
That cur'd me nor, but to bear pain gave ſtrength, 
And what is.loſt in force, is took in length. 

I call'd on Love again, who fear'd you lo, 
Thar his compaſſion ſtill proy'd greater woe : 
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For, then I dreanvd I was in bed with you, 
But darſt not feel, for fear't ſhould not be trae, 
This merits not our anger, hadit been , 

The Queen of chaſtity was naked ſeen, 

And in bed, not to feel the painT took, 

Was more then for A{e0r not to look. 

And that breſt which lay ope, I did not know, 
But for the clearnefs, from a lump of ſnow. 


———. 
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_ ſhe muſt go, and I muſt mourn,come night 
\ JEnviron me with darkneſs, whil{t I write : 
Shadow that hell unto me, which alone - 

] am to ſuffer when my Love is gone, 

Alas the darkeſt Magick cannotdo it, '*+ 

And that great Hell to boot are ſhadows to it. 
Should Cinrkia quit thee Ferns, and each ſtarre, 
It wouldinot forme one thought dark as mine zre. 
E could lend them obſcurenefs now, and ſay, 
Out of my ſelf, There ſhould be no more Day. 
Such is already my ſelf-want of ſight 

Did not the ftre within me force a light. 

Oh Love, that fire and darkneſs ſhould be mixr, 
Or to thy Trifmphs ſuch ſtrange torments fixt 2 
Isc hecauſethou chy (eIfart blind, that wee 

Thy Martyrs muſt no more each other ſee ? 

Or tak'ſt thou pride to break us on thy wheel: 
And view old Chaos in the Pains we teel ? 

Or have we left undone ſome mutual Right, 
That thus with parting thou ſeek'{t us to ſpight 2 
No, no. The falt is mine, imputeit to me, 

Ox rather co contoiring deſtinie, | 
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Which (ſince I loy'd) for me before decreed, 
That I ſhould ſuffer when1lov'd indeed: 

And therefore ſooner now then T can ſay, 

I ſaw the golden fruit, 'tis wrapt away. 

Or asI had watcht one drop in the vaſt ftream, - 
And I left wealthy only ina dream. 
Yet Love, thov'rt blinder then thy ſelf ia this, 
To vex my Dove-like friend for my amiſs ; 

And, where one ſad truth may expiate 

Thy wrath,to make her fortune run my fate, 

So blinded Juſtice doth, when Favorites fall, 
Strike them, their houſe, their friends, their favourites all. 
Was't not enough thar thou didſt dart thy fires 

Inro our blouds, inflaming our deſires, 

And made'ſt us {igh and blow, and pant, and burn, 
And then thy ſelf into our flames did'{t rurn? 
Was't not enough, that chou didſt hazard us 

To paths in love ſo dark and dangerous : 
And thoſe ſo ambuſh'd round wich houſhold ſpies, 
And over all thy husbands towring eyes 
Inflam'd with th*ouglic ſweat of jealouſie, ' 

Yet went we not ſtill on in Conſtancie ? 
- Have we for this kept guards, like ſpie on ſpie ? 

Had correſpondence whilſt the foe ſtood by ? 
 Stoln (more to ſweeren them) our many bliſles 

Of meetings, conference, embracements, kiſles ? 
Shadow'd with negligence our belt reſpeRts? 
Varied our language through all dialeRs, 

Of becks, winks, looks, and often under-boards 
Spoak dialogues with our feer far from our words ? 
Have we prov'd all the ſecrets of our Art, 

Yea, thy pale inwards, andchy panting hearrt ? 
And, after all chis paſſed Purgatory, 

Muſt faq divorce make usthe vulgar ſtory ? 
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Frſt let our eyes be rivited quite through 
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Our turning brains, and both our lips grow ts : 
Let our armes claſp like Ivy, and our tear 

Freeſe us together, that we may ſtick here, - 
Till fortune; that would ruine us with the deed, 
Strain his eyes open, and yet make them bleed. 
For Love it cannot be, whom hitherto 

T have accuſ'd, ſhould ſuch a miſchief doe. 

Oh fortune, thou'rt not worth my leaſt exclame, 
And plague enough thou haſt in thy own name. 
Do thy great worſt, my friend and I have armes, 
Though notagainlt rhy ſtrokes, againſt thy harmos. 
Rend us in ſunder; thou canſt not divide 

Our bodies ſo, but that our ſouls are ty'd, 

And we can love by letters {till and gifts, 

And thoughts and dreams, Love never wanteth ſhifes, 
1 will not look upon the quickning Sun, ' 

But ſtraight ker beauty to my ſenſe ſhall run; 
The ayre ſhall note her ſoft, the fire moſt pure. 
Waters ſuggeſt ber clear, and the earth ſure, 
Time ſhall not loſe our paſſages, the ſpring. 
How freſh our love was inthe beginning , - 

The Summer how it inripened the year ; 


And Autumn, what our golden harveſts were. 


The Winter Ill not think on to ſpite thee, 

But count it a loft ſeaſon, ſo ſhall ſhee. . 

And deareſt Friend, {ince-we muſt part, drown night 
With hope of Day, burthens well born are light, - | 
The cold and darkneſs longer hang ſomewhere, 

Yer Phabus equally lights all the Sphere. 

And what we cannotin hike Portion pay, 

The world enjoyes in Maſs; and ſo we may, 

Be then ever your ſelf, and let no woe 

Win on your health, your youth, your beauty: ſo 
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Declare your ſelf baſe fortunes Enemy, 

No leſs be your contempt then her inconſtancy : 
That I may grow enamoured on your mind, 
Whenmy own thoughts I here negleed find. 

And this toth* comfortof my Dear I vow, 

My Deeds ſhall ſtill be what my deeds are now ; 

The Poles ſhall move to teach me erel ſtart , 

And when 1 change my Love, Il change my heart; 
Nay, ifT wax but cold in my defire, 

Think, heaven hath motion loſt, and the world, fire : 
Much more I could, but many words have made 
That, oft ſuſpe&ted which men moſt perſwade , 
Take therefore all inthis : I love ſo true, 

As1 will nevet look for leſs in you. 
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ELEG 16. XV. 
Ht news, O envy, thou ſhalt hear deſcry'd 


My 7alia, who as yet was ne'r enyy'd. 

To vomit gallin flander, ſwell her veins 
With calumny, that hell it ſelf diſdaines, 
Is her continual practice, does her belt, 

To tear opifion even our of the breſt 
Of deareſt friends, and (which is worſe then vile) 
Sticks jealoulic in wedlock, her own child 
Scapes not the ſhowres of envy : To repeat 

The monſtrous faſhions, how , were alive to eat 

Dear reputation , would to God ſhe were , 
But half ſo loathro a vice, asto hear 

My mild reproof : Liv'd '1{antzan now ag9in 
That foxmal Maſtix to limne with his pen 
This ſhe Chymer4 that hath eyes of fire, 
Burning with anger, anger feeds defire, 
OR EN GL ot. Tongu'd 
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Tongu'd like the night-crow, whoſe ill-boding cries 
Give our for nothing but new injuries. 

Her breath like tothe juice in 7 enarus 

That blaſts the ſprings though ne'r ſo profperous, 
Her hands, I know not how, uſ'd more to ſpill 
The food of others, then her ſelf to fill. 

But oh her mind, that Orc#s, which includes 
Legions of miſchief, countleſs multitudes 

Of formleſs curſes, projets unmade up, 

Abuſes yet unfaſhion'd, thoughts corrupt, 
Miſhapen Cavils, palpable untroths, 

Inevitable errors, ſelf-accuſing loathes : 
Theſe, like thoſe Atoms ſwarming in the Sun, 
Throng in her boſom for creation. 

Ibluſhto give her half her due ; yet ſay, 

No poyſon's halfſo bad as 71a. 
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I Sing no harm good ſooth to any wight, ' 
To Lord, to fool, Cuckold, begver or Knight, 
To peace teaching Lawyer, Protor, or brave 
Reformed or reduced Captain Knave, 
Officer, Judge, or Juſtice of peace, 

Juror or Judge ; I touch no fat ſows greaſe, 
1am no Libeller, nor will be any, 

Bur (like a true man) ſay there are too many, 
? fear not ore tenus, for my tale, 

Nor Count nor Counſellor will red or pale. 

A Citizen and his wife the other day 

Both riding on one horſe, upon the way 

{ overrook, the wench a pretty peat, 

And (by her cye) well ficting for the ſcat, 
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1 ſaw the lecherous Citizen turn back 

His head, and on his wifes lip ſteal a ſmack. 
Whence apprehending that the man was kind, 
Riding before, to kiſs his wife behind, 

To getacquaintance with him I began 

To fort diſcourſe fit for {o fine a man : 

Iask'd the number of the Plaguy Bill, 

Ask'd if the Cuſtome Farmers held out ſtill, 

Of the Virginian plot, and whether Ward 

The rrafique of the Midland ſeas had marr'd, 
Whether the Britain Bxx/e did fill apace, 

And likely were to give thiExchange diſgrace; 

Of new-built Agate, and the Afcore-fid croſſes, 
Ofſtore of Bankruprs, and poor Merchants loſles, 
T urged him to fpeak; Bur he (as mute 

As an old Courtier worn to his laſt ſuit) 

Replies with only yeas and nayes , Ar laſt 

(To fit his element) my theam I caſt 

On Trcadeſmens gains, that ſer his rongue a going, 
Alas, good fir (quoth he) There is no doing 

In Court nor City now : the ſmil'd and, 

And (in my conſcience) both gave him the lie 

in one met thought, But he went on apace, 

Andat the preſent times with ſucha face. 

He rail'd, as fraid me : for he gave no praiſe, 

To any but my Lord of Eſſex dayes: 

Call'd thoſe the age of action : true (quoth Hee) 
There's now as great an itch of bravery, 

And hear of taking up, but cold lay down, - 

For, put to puſh of pay, away they run : 

Our only City trades of hope noware 

Bawds, Tavern-keepers, Whore and Scrivener; 
The much of Priviledg'd kingſmen, and che ſtore 
Ot freſh proteRions make the reſt all poor : 
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In the firſt Nate of cheir Creation, 

Though many ſtoutly ſtand, yet proves not ore 

A righteous pay-malter. Thus ran he on 

In a continued rape : ſo void of reaſon 

Seem'd his harſhtalk, 1 ſweat for fear of treaſon. 
And (troth) how could I leſs ? when in the prayer 
For the proteRion of the wiſe Lord Major, 

And his wiſe Brethrens worſhips, when one prayeth ; . 
He ſwore that none could fay Amen with faith, 

To get off him from whatI glowed to hear, 

{1n happy time) an Angel did appear, 

' The bright ſign of a lov'd and well-try'd Inn, 
Where many Citizens with their wives had been, 
Well us'd and often : bere I pray'd him ſtay, 

To take ſome due refreſhment by the way, 

Look how he look'd that hid his gold, his hope 
And at's return found nothing but a Rope, 

So he on me, refus'd and made away, 

Though willing ſhe pleaded a weary Day - 

I found my miſs, ſtruck hands, and prayd him tel! 
(To hold acquaintance ſtil]) where he did dwell, 
He barely nam'd the ſtreet, promiſ'd the Wine, 
But his kind wife gave me the very Sign, 
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O make the doubt clear, that no woman's true, 
Was it my fate to prove it ſtrong in you ? 

Thought I, but one had breathed pureſt air, 

And muſt ſhe needs be falſe, becauſe ſhe's fair? 

Is it your beauties mark, or of your youth, 

Or your pertection not to ſtudy truth ? 

Or think you heaven is deaf, or hath no eyes. 

2 ihoſe it bath; ſmile at your perjurics* 


El C 01 es. | 9] 
Are yows ſo cheap with women, or the matter 
Whereof they are made, that they are wricin water, 
And blown away with'wind ? Or doth their breath 
{Both hot and cold) at once make lite and death # 
Who could have thought ſo many accents ſweet 
Form'd into words, ſo-many ſighs ſhould meet 

As from our hearts, fo many oathes; and tears 
Sprinkled among, (all ſwteetged by our feats,) 

And the divine impreſſion of toln kiſles, 

Thar ſeal'd the reſt, ſhquld how prove empty bliſſes ? 
Did you draw bonds to forfeit? ſign to break ?, 

Or muſt we read you quite from what you ſpeak, 
And find the truth out the wrong way & or mult 

He firſt deſire you falſe, would wiſh you juſt ? 

O,T prophane , though moſt of women be 

This kind of beaſt, my thoughts ſhall except thee 
My deareſt Love , though froward jealoubie, 

With circumſtance might urge thy inconſtancy, 
Sooner Þ'll think the Sun will ceaſe to chear 

The teemingearth, and that forget to bear ; 

Sooner that rivers will run back, or Thames 

With ribs of ice in Fe will bind his ireams ; 

Or Nature, by whoſe ſtrength the world indures, 
Would change her courſe, before youalter yours. 
But ohchat treacherous breſt, to whom weak you 
Did truſt our Counſels, and we both may: rne, 
Having his falſhood found too late, 'twas he 

That made me caſt you guilty, and you me, | 
Whilſt he (black wretch) herray'd each fimple word 
We ſpake unto the cunning of a third, 

Cutſt may he be, that ſo our love hath (lain, 

And wander on the earth, wretched as Cas, 
W-etched as he, and not deſerve leaſt pitie; 

i: Jaguing him, let miſery be witty. 


Let 
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Letall eyes ſhun him, and he ſhun each eye; 
Till he be noyſome as his infamy , - 


May he without remorſe —_ thrice, 


And not be truſted more on is ſouls price ; 

And afterall ſelf-rorment, when he dyes 

May Wolves tear out his heart, Vultures his eyes; 
Swine eat his bowels,and his falſer rongue, 

That utter'd all, beto ſome raven flung, 

And let his carrion-coarſe be a longer feaſt 

To the Kingsdogs, then any other beaſt, 

Now I have curit, ' ſet us our loverevive ; 

In me the flame was never more alive ; 

T could begin again to court and praiſe, 

And in th:: pleaſure lengthen the ſhort dayes 

Of my lifes leaſe ; Like Painters that do take 
Delighr, not in made works, but whiles they make, 
I could renew thoſe times, when firſt 1 faw 

Love in your eyes, that gave my tongue the law 
To like what you lik'd ; and at Maskes and Playes 
Commend the ſelf-fame Actors, the fame wayes ; 
Ask how you did, and often with iritent 

Of beings officious,- be imperrinent ; 

All which were ſuch ſoft paſtimes, as in'theſe 
Love was as ſubtily catch'd, asa diſeaſe; 

Bur being por, it is a treaſure ſweet, 

Which to defend is harder then to get : 

And ought not be prophan'd, on either parc, 

For though 'tis got by chance, 'tis kept by art 
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Wy? ever loves, if he do not propoſe 
| The righ true end of love; he's one that goes 


»— OO» S Op uu wma 2 Ys, HW, I HH, 5: , _ 


*01ES. 
To ſea for nothing but to make him ſick : 

Love is a bear-whelp born, if we o're lick | 
Our love, and foree it new ſtrong ſhapes to take, 
We erre, andof a lump a monſter make. 

Were not a Calf a monſter that were grown 
Face'd like a man, though better then his own ? 
PerfeRion is in vnitie : preferr 

One woman firſt, and then one thing in her. 

I when Ivalye gold, may think upon 

The duQiilneſs, the application, 

The wholſomneſs, the ingenuitie, 

From ruſt, from ſoil, from fire ever free : 

But if I loye it, 'tis becauſe 'tis made 

By our new nature (Uſe) the ſoul of trade. 

All theſe in women we might think upon 

(If women had them) and yet love but one. 

Can men more injure women then to ſay 

They love them for that, by which they're not they? 
Makes virtue woman? muſt I cool my bloud | 
TillI both be, and find one wiſe and gogd ? 

May barren Angels love ſo. Butif we 

Make love to woman; virtue is not ſhe : 

As beauties. no nor wealth : He that irayes thus : 

From her to hers, is more adulcerous, 

Then ifhe took her maid. Search every ſphear 

And firmament, our Cpid is not there : 

He's an infernal god and under ground, 

With Plato dwells, where gold and fire abound, 

Men to ſuch Gods, their ſacrificing Coles 
Did not on Altars lay, but pits and holes : 
Alchough we ſee Celeltial bodies move 
Above the earth, the earth we Till and love- 
So we her ayres contemplate, wordsand heart, 
And virtues , but we love the Centrique parr. 
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Nor is the ſoul more worthy, or more fit 
For love, then this, as infinir as it, 
But in attaining this deſired place 
How much they erre , that ſer out at the face ? 
The haira Foreſt is of Ambuſhes, . 
Of ſprings, ſnares, fetters and manacles : | 
The brow becalms us when tis ſmooth arid plain, 
And when 'tis wrinckled, ſhipwracks us again. 
Smooth, 'tis a Paradice, whete we would have 
Immortal ſtay, but wrinckled *tis a grave. 
The Noſe (like to the ſweet Meridian) runs 
Not *:wixtan Eaſt and'Weſt, but 'twixt two ſuns : 
It leavesa Cheek, a roſie Hemiſphere 
On either fide, and'then dire&s us where 
Upon the Iſlands forranate we fall,” © © 
Not faint Canaries, but Ambreſetl. 
Unts her ſwelling lips when we are tome, 
Weanchor there, and think our ſelves at home: 
For they ſeem all : there Syrens ſongs, and there 
Wiſe Delphick Oracles do fill theear; 
Then in a Creek where choſen pearls do ſwell 
The Rhemora her deaving tongae-doth dwell. - 
Theſe, and (the glorious Promontory) her Chin. 
Bcing paſt the Straits of Helleſpone berween 
The Seftos and Abyasr of her breaſts, | 
(Not of two Lovers, buttwo loves theneaſts) 
Succeeds a boundleſs ſea, but yet thine eye 
Some Iſland moles may ſcattered there deſery : 
And Sailng towards her 114i, in that way 
Shall at her fair Atlantick Naval ſtay; 
Though there the Current be the Pilot made, _ 
Yet erethoube where thou ſhonld'ſtbeembay'd, 
Thou ſhalt upen another Foreſt ſer, 
Where many Shipwrack, and no further get. 
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When thov art there, conſider what this chace 
Miſpent by thy beginning the face. 

| Rather ſetoug below; praftice my Art, 

Some Symetry the foot hath wich chat part 

Which thou dot ſeek , and is thy Map for that 
Lovely enough to ſtop, but not ſtay at: 

Leaſt ſubje& ro diſguiſe and change it.is ; 

Men ſay the Devil neyer can change his. 

It is the Emblem that hath figured : FRO 
Firmneſs; 'tis the the firſt part that cotnes to bed. 
Civilitie we ſee refin'd : the kiſs 

Which atthe face began, tranſplanted is, 

Since to the hand, fince to the imperial knee; 
Now at the Papal foot delights to be : 

If Kings think that the nearet way, and do 

Riſe from the foot;Lovers.may do ſo too, 

For as free Spheres move faſter far then can 
Birds, whom the air refiſts, ſo:may that man 
Which goes this empty and Xtherial way, 

Then if at beauties enemies he ſtay. 

Rich Nature hath in women wiſely made 

{ Two purſes, and their mouths averſely laid ; 

They then, which to the lower tribute owe | 
That way which that Exchequer looks, mult go ? 
He which doth not; his error is as great, 

As whoby gliiter gives the Stomack meat, 
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Tohis Miſtreſs going to bed. 


Omes Madam, come all reſt my powers defie, | 


Until I labour, | in labour lie. 
The foe oft-times having the foe in fight, 
I5 tir'd with tanding though he never fight, 
H 
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- Offwith that girdle, like heavens Zone glittering, 
But a far fairer world incompaſſing. - 
Unpin that ſpangledbreaſtplate which you wear, 
That th' eyes of buſfe fooles may be ſtopt there. 
Unlace your ſelf, for that harmonious chyme, 
Tells me from you;that now it is bed time. 
Off with that happy busk, which 1 envie, 
That ſtill can be, and ſtillcan ſtand ſo nigh, 
Your gown going off, ſuch beautious ſtate reveals, 
As when through flowry meads th hills ſhadows ſteales. 
Off with that wyerie Coronet and ſhew 
The haiery Diadem which on your head doth grow : 
Now eff with thofe ſhooes, and then ſoftly tread 
In this loves hallow'd temple, this ſoftbed. 
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In ſuch white robes, heaven's Angels us'd ro be 


Reveal'd to men : 'thou A 


noel bringſt with thee 


A heaven like Mahomets Paradice, and though 


11] ſpirits walk in white , we eaſly know, 
By this theſe Angels from an evil ſprite, 
Thoſe ſetour hairs, but theſe our fleſh upright. 


Licence my roaving hands, and let them go, 


Before, behind, between, above, below, 

O my America ! my new-found-land, 

My Kingdom's ſafeſt, when with one man marred. 
My Myne of precious ſtones : My Emperie, 
Howam I bleſt in thus diſcovering thee ? 
Toenter in theſe-bonds, is to be free; 

Then where my hand isſer, my ſeal ſhall be, 

Full nakedneſs'! Allzoyes are due to thee, 

As ſouls unbodied, bodies uncloth'd muſt be, 

To taſte whole joyes. Jems which you women uſe 
Arelike Atlanta's ball: caſt in mens views, 

That when a fools eye lighteth on a Jem, 

His earthly ſoul may court that, not them: 
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Like piures or like books gay coverings made, 
For lay-menare all women thus arrayed, 
Themſelves are only myſtick books, which we, 
(Whom their imputed grace will dignifie) , 
Muſt ſee revealed. Then fince that I may know ; 
As liberally, as to -thy Midwife ſhew 
Thy ſelf: caſt all, yea, this white lynnen hence 
There is no pennance due to innocence; 

To teach thee I am naked firſt, why than 
What needſt thou have more covering thena man; 


T he end of the Elegies. * 
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the Rhene, and the Lady Elizabeth, being mar- 


| An Epithamion on Frederick Count Palatine of 
| ried on St, Valentines day, 


4 I. 


H* Biſhop Valentine, whoſe day this is, 

All the Air is thy Diocis, 

And all the chirping Choriſters, © 
Andother birds are thy Pariſhioners, 
Thou marryeſt every year 

| The Lyrique Larke, and the grave whiſpering Dove, 
[| The Sparrow that neglects his life for love, 
F The houſhold Bird, with the red tomacher ; 
| : Thou mak'ſt the Black-bird ſpeed as ſoon, 
As doth the Goldfinch, or the Halcion , 
The husband cock looks our, and ſtraight is ſped, 
And meets his wife, which brings her feather-bed. 
This day, more cheerfully than ever ſhine. 
This day, which might inflame thy (elf, old Valentine. 


Il, 
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II, 


Till now, Thou warmd'ſt with multiplying. loves 
Two Larks, two Sparrows, or two Doves, 
All that is nothing unto this, 
For thou this day coupleſt two Phanixes. 
Thou mak'{ta Taper ſee 
What the Sun never ſaw, and what the Ark 
(Which was of fowl, and beaſts the cage and park,) 
Did not contain, one bed contains, through Thee, 
Two Phcenixes, whoſe joyned breſts 
Are unto one another mutual neſts, 
Where motion kindles ſuch fires, as ſhall give 
Young Phcenixes, and yet the old ſhall live. 
Whoſe love and courage neyer ſhall decline, | 
But make the whole year through, thy day, O Valentine. 


IT], 


* Upthenfair Phenix Bride, fruſtrate the Sun , 


Thy ſelf from thine affe&ion AS. 
Tak'ſt warfnth enongh, and from thine eye 
All leffers birds will take their jollity. 
Up, up, fair Bride, and call 
Thy ſtars from out their ſeveral boxes, take 
Thy Rubies, Pearls, and diamonds forth, and make 
Thy ſelf a Conſtellation of them All. 
And by their blaſing ſignihe, 
Thata great Princeſs falls, but doth not die, 
Be thou a new ſtar that to us portends 
Ends of much wonder ; And be thou thoſe ends. 
Since thou doſt this day in new glory ſhine, 
May all men date Records from this day Valentine, 
| Sk 
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Come forth, come forth, and as one glorious flame 
Meeting another, grows the ſame: 
So meet thy Frederick, and fo 
To an unſepatable union go, 
Since ſeparation 
Falls not on ſuch things as areinfinite, 
Nor things which are but one, can diſ-unite. 
You are *ewice inſeparable, great, and one. 
Go then to where the Biſhop ſtays, 
To mike you one, his way, which divers wayes 
Muſt be effected, and when all is paſt, 
And that y' are one . by hearts and hands made faſt, 
You two have one way left; your ſelves t'entwine, 
Beſides this Biſhops knot of Biſhop Valentine, | 


_ 


V.. 


But oh, what ayles the Sun, that here he ſtaies, 
Longer to day, than other daies ? 

Stayezhe new light from theſe to get # 
And finding here ſuch ſtars, is loath to ſet? 

And why do you two walk, 

So ſlowly pac'd in this proceſſion ; ? 
Is all your care but to be looked upon, 
And be to others ſpe&icleand talk ? 

The feaſt with gluttonous deliys 
Tseaten, and to0 long their mearrhey praiſe. 
The Maſquers come late, and, I think will ſtay, 
Like Faries, till che C ock crow them away. 
Alas did not Antiquitie aflign” ' 

A night as well as day, to thee, old Valentine ? 
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They did, and night is come : and yet we ſee 
Formalities retarding thee, 
What mean theſe Ladies, which (as though 
They were to take a clock in peeces) go 
So nicely about the Bride ? 
A bride before a Good night could be ſaid, 
Should vaniſh from ber clovhes, into her bed, 
As ſouls from bodies ſteal, and are nor ſpy'd. 
But now ſhe is laid ; What though ſhe be ? 
Yet there are more delayes ; For-where is he ? 


He comes and paſſech through Sphear after Sphear:; 


Firſt her ſheets, then her Armes, then any where, 
Let not this day, then, but this nighr be thine, 
Thy day was bur the eve to this, O valentine. 


VIL 
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[ 

Here lies a ſhe Syn, and a he Moen there, 

She givesthe beſt light co his Sphear, 

Or each is þoth, and all, and (o | 
They unto one another nothing owe, 

And yetthey do, but are | 
$0 juſt and rich in that coin which they pay, 
That neither would, nor needs forbear, nor (tay, 
Neither deſires to be ſpar'd, nor to ſpare. 

They quickly pay their debt, and chen 
Take no acquittances, but pay again ; 
They pay, they give, they lend, and fo let fall | 
No occaſion to be liberal, 
More truth, more courage in theſe two do ſhine, 
Than all thy curgleg have, and ſparrows, Valentine, 
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OW STPEOn | 


And by this at of theſe two Phcenixes 
Natureagain reſtored is, 
For ſince theſe two are two no- more, 
There's but one Phorhix ſtil}, as was before. 
Reſt now at laſt, and we 
(as £::yrs watch the Suns upriſe) will ſtay 
Wait: © when your eves opened, let out day, 
Only deſir'd becauſe your face'we ſee ; 
Others near.you ſhall whiſpering ſpeak,” 
And wgerslay, at which fide &s ay will break, 
And win by obſerving, then, whoſe hand it is 
Thar opens firſt a\curtzin; hers or his. 
This will be tryed co morrow after nine,' 
Till which hour, we thy day enlarge, O Valentine, 
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ECLOGUE, 
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Allophanes þndipg. Idios in the-Country in Chriſt- 
mas time, rtprehends his abſerice from Court, at 
the marriage of the Earl of Summerſet; Idios gives 
an account of his purpoſe thergy, and of his acti- 
ons there. =" 4s | | 


Allophanes, 


Nſeaſonable nan, ftatue of Tre, 

Whart could to Countries ſolitude entice 
Thee, in this years cold and decrepit time ? 
Natures inſtin& drawsto the wartner clime : 
Even ſmaller birds, who by that courage dare, 
In numerous fleets, ſail through their Sea,the ayr. 
What delicacy can n fields appear, 
WhiPſt Flora her felf doth a freez Jerkin wear ? 
Whil*it Winds do all the trees and hedges (trip 
Ot leaves, to furniſh rods enough to whip 
Thy madneſs from thee, andall Springs by froſt 
Having taken cold, and their ſweerthurmures loſt 2 
If thou thy faults or fortunes would'ſt lament 
With juſt ſolemnity, - do itin Lent: 
Ar Court the ſpring already advanced is, 
The Sun tayes longer up; and yet not his 
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The glory is, far othergthber fires : 

Firſt, zeal to Prince and tate ; then loves deſires 
Burn in one breaſt and like heavens two great lights, 
The firſt doth govern dates, the other;nights. 

And then that carly light which did appear 

Before the Sun and Moon created were: 

The Princes favour is diffus'd o'r all, 

From which all fortunes, Names, and natures fall , 
Then from thoſe wombes of ſtars, the Brides bright eyes, 
At every glance, a conſtellation flies, 

Andſowsthe Court with'tars, and doth prevent 
In light apd power, the all-ey'd tirmament, 

Firſt her eyes kindle other Ladies eyes, 

Then from their beams their jewels luſters riſe, 

And from their jewk torches do take fire, 
Andall is warmth, and lightand good delire. 

Moſt other Courts, alas, are like to hell, | 

W here in dark plots, fire without light doth dwell : 
Or bur like Stoves, for luſt and envy.get 

Continual, but artificial heat ; 

Here zealand lovegrown one, all clouds digeſt, 
And make our Court an everlaſting Eaſt. 

And canſt thou be from thence? _ 


Taos. No, I am there, 

As heaven, to men diſpos'd, is every where : 

So are thoſe Courts, whoſe Princes animate, 
Notpnly all their houſe, bur all cheir Srate. 

Let:i9 man think, becauſe he is full, lie hath all, 
Kings (as their pattern, God) are liberal 

Not onely in fulneſs, but capacity, 2 
Enlarging narrow men to feel and ſee, 


And comprehend the bleſſings they beſtow, 
$9 reclus'd Hermits oftentimes do know 


More 
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More of heavens glory, then a worldling can, 

As man is of the worl the heart of man, 

Isan epitome of Gods oteat book | 

Of creatures, and man need no farther look, 

So is the Country of Courts, where ſweet peace doth 
As their own common ſoul, give life to both. 

And am TI then from Court? 


Allophanes. Dreamer'thou arr. 
Think'ſt thou fantaſtique, that thoy haſt a part 
In the Indian fleet, beca uſe chou haſt 

A little ſpice or Amber in thy taſte ? 

Becauſe thou art not frozen, art thou warm ? 
Seeſt thou all good becauſe thou ſeeſt no harm 2 
The earth doth in her inner bowels hold 
Stuffwell diſpos'd, and which would fain be gold : 
But neyer ſhall, except it chance tolye, 

So upward, chat heaven qd it with hiseye , 

As, for divine things, fairh comes from above, 

$0, for beſt civil uſe, all tinRtures move 

From higher powers; from God religion ſprings 
Wiſdom, and honour fromthe uſe of K Kings; 

Then unbeouite thy ſelf, and know with me, 
That Angels, though 6n earth employ'd they be, 
Are ſtill in Yeaven,ſo' is he {till at home 

That doth, "broad, ro honeſt aRions come : 

Chide thy ſelfthen, O fool, which yeſterday 
Might'ſt have read more chan all thy books bewray ; 
{ Hait chou a hiſtory, which doth preſent 

A Court, where all affeRions do aſſent 

Unto the Kings, and thar, chac King3 are juſt? 
And where it is no levity to trult, 

Where there is no ambition but 'obey, 

Where men need whiſper nothing, and yet may; | 


re 


108 Poems. 
Where the Kings favours are ſo plac'd, that all 


Finde that the King therein is liberal Y 
To them, in him, becauſe his fayours bend 

To vertae, to the which they all pretend, \ 
Thou haſt no ſuch 5; here was this, and more. r 
An earneſt lover, wiſe then, and before, , 
Our little Cupid hath bred Vivery: ; 
And isno more in his minority, | 


He is admitted now. into that breſt 
Where the Kings Councels and his ſecrets reſt, 
V Vhar haft thou loſt, O ignorant man ? 


Taios, | 
on _ _- TI knew 
All this, and onely therefore I withdrew. 
To know and feel allthis, and not to have 
VVords to expreſs it, makes a man a grave 
Of his own wry, or ; I would not therefore {tay 
Ata great feaſt, having no grace to ſay. 
And yet ſcap'd not here for being come 
Full-of the common joy ; I utter'd ſome. 
Read then this nuptial ſong, which was not made 
Either the Conrt or mens hearts to'invade, 
But ſince I'm dead and buried, I could frame 
No Epitaph, which might advance myfzme «* 
So much as this poor ſong, which teſtifies 
I did unto that day ſore ſacrifice. 
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—_ art repriev'd old year, thou ſhalt nor die, 
Though thou npon thy death-bed lie, 
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And ſhould'ſt within five days expire, 
Yet thou art reſcu'd from a mightier fire, 
Than thy old Soul, the Sun,. 
VVhen he dothin his largeſt circle run._ 
The paſſage of the V Veſt or Eaſt would thaw, 
And open wide their eafie liquid jaw | 
To all our ſhips, could a Promethean art 
Either unto the Northern Pole impart 
The fire of theſe inflaming eyes, or of this loving heart, 


— 
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Equaility of Perſons, 


Butundiſcerning Muſe, which heart which eyes, 
In this new couple, doſt thou prize, 
VVhen hiseye as inflaming is 
As bers, and her heart loves as well as his ? 
Be tryed by beauty, and than 
The bridegroom is a maid, and not a man; 
If by that manly courage they be tryed, 
Which ſcorns unjuſt opinton , then the Bride 
Becomes a man. Should chance our envies Art 
Divide theſe two, whom nature ſcarce did part, 
Since both have the inftaming eye, and bork the loving 
(hearr, 
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Raiſing of the Bridegrocm. 


Though it be ſome divorce to think of you 
Single, ſo much one are you two. 


Let 
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Let me hete contemplate thee, 

Firſt, chearful Bridegroom, and firſt let me ſee, 
How thou prevenr'ſt the Sun, 

And his red foaming horſes doſt outrun, | 

How, havinglaid downin thy Soveraignes breſt 

All buſineſſes, from thence to reinyeſt 

Them when theſe triumphs ceaſe, thou forward art 

To ſhew to her, who doth the like impart, | 

The fire of thy inflaming eies, and of thy loving heart.” 


PP: EE =) wood 


—— 


—_— 
\ —_ 


IV. 
Raiſ61 g of the Bride. 


Ut now to thee, fair Bride, it is ſome wrong; | 

To think thou wertin Bed fo long, 

£ince ſoon thou lieſt down firſt, 'ris fit 
Thou in frit riſing ſhould allow for it. 

Powder thy Radiant hair, | 
Which if without ſich aſhes thou would'ſt wear; h 
Thou which, to all which come to look upon, 
Wert meant for Phezbus, would'ſt be Phacton. 
For our eaſe, give thine eyes the unuſual part 
Of joy, a Tear; ſo quencht, thou maiſt impart, 
To us that come,thy inflaming eies;to him,chy loving heart. 
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V. 


Her appareliing. 


3” thou deſcend'ſt to our infrmity, 
Who can the Sun in water ſee. 
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So doſt thou, when in filk and gold, 
Thou cloudſt thy elf , ſince we which do beheld 
Are duſt and worms, 'ris juſt 

Our Objeas be the fruits of worms and duſt, 
Let every Jewel be a glorious ſtar, 

Yet ſtars are not ſo pure, as their ſpheafs are. 
And though thqu ſtoop, to appear to us in part, 
Still in thar piture thou intirely arr, 


III 


{(heart. 


Which thy inflaming eies have made within his loving 


Ne 
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Goinf to the C appel. 


from your Eaſls you iſſue forth, and we, 
As men which through a Cypres ſee 

The riſing Sun, do think it two ; 

$0, as you go to Chureb, do think of you : 

But that vail being gone, 

By the Church rites you are from thenceforth one, 
The Church Triumphont made this match before, | 
And now the Militant doth ſtrive no more. 

Then revered Prieſt, who Gods Recorder art, 

Do, from his DiRares, to theſe rwo impart 

All bleſfings which are ſeen, or thought, by Angells eye or 
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Bleſt pair of Swans, Oh may youinterbring, 
Daily new joyes, and never ſing: 


T he Benedi(tion. 


Live, 
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Live, till all grounds of wiſhes fail, 


| Till honour, yea till wiſdom graw ſo. ſtale, ' k oth 4 
| That new great hights to trie, - | ! 
1 It muſt ſerve your ambition, to die z_- LF 2 I 
| Raiſe heirs, and may here, to the worlds end, live T1 
Heirs from this King, totake thanks, you, to give,  - ! 
Nature and grace doall, and nothing Arr, | 
May never age or errour overthwars - ' - (beart 


With any Welt, theſe radiant eyes, with-any North, this 
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VIII. 
"Feaſts and Revals. 


But youare over-bleſt. — day © 
Injures; itcauſeth time coſtay ; 
The tables groan, as though this feaſt 
YVould, as the flood, deſtroy all fowt and beaft, 
And were the doQine new . 
That the carth mov'd, thisday wonld make it true : 
For every parc to danceand revel 
They tread the ayr, and fall not where they roſe, 
"Though ſix honrsfince, the Sun to bed did part, 
The maskes and banquets will not yet impart 
A ſunferto theſe weary eyes. A Center to this heart; 
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The Brides going tobed 


V Yhat mean ſt thou Bride, this company to keep ? 
| To fit up, till chou fain would fleep ? 
| ]hou 
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Thou maiſt not, when thonarrt laid, do ſo;  . 1} 

Thy ſelf muſt to him a new banquet grow, | | 

| And you muſtentertain/ ': ''- it 

And do all chis dayes dances o're again. 

Know tharif-Snn.and Moon together do 

Riſe in one poin?, they donor'ſfer ſo roo. - 

Therefore thoumunſ}, Faire, bridero bed depart, » - 

rt. | Thou art not gone, being gone where e'r thou art, 

is | Thou leav'(t in bim- thy watchfull eyes, inhim-thy loving 

, [3 ; © (heart. 
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X, 
T he Bridegrooms coming. 


As he that ſees a ſtarr fall; runs apace, 
And findsa gelly in the place; 91 
So doth the Bridgroom haſte as much, 
Being told this tarre is faln; and'finds her fuch, 
And :s friends may look firanpe, ' 
By a new faſhion, or apparels change - 
Their ſouls, though long acquainted they had been, 
Theſe clothes their bodies never yet had ſeen. 
Therefore at firſt ſhe modeſtly might ſtarr, 
But muſt forthwith ſurrender every part, 
As freely, as each co each before, gave cither hand or heart, 


A 
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XI. 
T he good-night, 
Now, as8in. T ullia's Tortb, one Iamp burn clear, 
Unchang'd for fifteen hundred year, 
| May theſe love-lamps we here enfhrine, 
In warmth, light, laſting; equall the divine; 
I Fire 
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.Itnurſeth ſadneſs, and your bodies _ 
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Fire ever doth aſpire, 
And makes all like it ſelf, rurns all to fire, 
But ends in aſhes, which theſe cannot do, 
For none of theſe is fuell ; bur fire too. 
Thisis joyes bonfire, then, where loves ſtrong Arts 
Make of ſo noble individual parts 
c_ of four inflaming eyes, and of two loving hearts, 
Tas, 
AsT have brought this ſong, that I may do 
A perfeQt ſacrifice, I'll burn it too. 


A Bophanes. 
No Sir, this Paper I have juſtly got, 
For in burnt Incenſe the pertume is not 
His only that preſents it, but of all, 
Whatever celebrates this Feſtivall 
Is common, ſince the joy thereof is ſo. 
Nor may your ſelf be Prieſt : but let me go 
Back tothe Court, and I will lay'tupon 
Such Altars, as prize your devotion, 
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Epithalamion made at Lincolns Inne, 


He Sur-beams inthe Eaſt are ſpred, 
Leave, leave, fair Bride, your ſolitary bed, 
No more ſhall you return to it alone, 


Like toa grave, the yielding down doth dint; 
Yotland your other You meet there anon, | 
Pur forth, pur forth,thar warm balm-breathing thigh, . 

Which when next time you intheſe ſbeers will ſmother, | 
There it muſt meet another, 

Which never was, but muſt be, oft, more nigh N 
ome 


__ EpitDilamions. 
Come glad from thence, go gladder than you came: 
To day put on perfeition, and a Womans name. 


its 


Daughters of London, you which be 


Our Golden Mines, and furnifh'd Treaſurie. 


You which are Angels, yet fill bring with you 
Thouſands of Angels on your marriage dayes, 
Help with your preſence, and deviſe to praiſe 

Theſe rites; which alſo unto you grow die 2 
Conceitedly dreſs her, ang be aflign'd 
By you fir place for every flower atid jewe!; 

Make her for love fit fuel | 

As $'Y as Flora; and as rich as 7ndfe ; 
So may ſhe fair and rich, in nothing lame, 
Today put on perfettion, and a womans name. 


And you frolique Patricians, , _ 

Sons of thoſe Senatours, wealths deep oceans, 

| Yepainted Courtiers, barrels of others wits 

Ye Country men, who but your beaſts loye none, 

Ye of thoſe Fellowſhips, whereof he'sone, . ._ 
Of ſtudy and play. made ſtrange Hermaphrodits; 

, Here ſhine, this bridegroom co the Temple bring] , 

Loe, in yon path which ſtore of ſtrow'd flowers praceth; 
The ſober virgin paceth;, , ; 

Except my Fae fail, 'ris no other thing, _ 
Weep nor, nor bluſh, hereis no griet nor ſhame; 
To aay put on perfettion; anda womans name, 


Thy two-leav'd gates faire Temple unfold; 
And theſe twoin thy ſacred boforne hold, 

Till myſtically joyn'd.but one they be; . , 
Then may thy leanand hunger-ſtarved womb: , 
Long time expe their bodies, and their tomb3 , _ 
|S Long 
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 Longafter their own parents fatten thee, 
All elder claims, and all cold barrenneſs, 
All yielding to new loves be farre for ever, 
Which might theſe two diſſever, 
Alwayes, all th' other may each one poſſeſs , 
For, the beſt Bride, belt worthy of praiſe and fame, 
To day puts on perfettion, and a womans name. 


Winter dayes bring much delight, 

Nor for themſelves, but forthey ſoon bring night; 
Other ſweets wait thee then theſe diverſe meats, 

Other diſports then dancing jollities, 

Other love tricks then glancing with the eyes, 
But that the Sun till in our half ſphear ſweats ; 
Heflies in winter, but he now ſtands ſtill, 

Yet ſhadows turn; Noon point he hath attain'd, 

His Steeds will be reltrain'd, 

But gallop lively down the Weitern hill, 

Thou ſhalc, when he hath run the Heavens half frame, 

Tonight put on perfettion, and a womans name, 


The Amorous evening ſtarre is roſe, 
Why then ſhould not our amorous ſtarre incloſe 
Her ſelf in her wiſh'd bed ? Releaſe your ſtrings 
Mauſitians, and dancers take ſome truce 
With theſe your pleaſing labours, for great uſe 
As much wearineſs as perfeQion brings. 
You, and not only you, but all royl'd beaſts 
Reſt duly, at nightall their toyles arediſpenced ; 
But in their beds commenced 
Are other labours, and more dainty feaſts. 
She goes a maid, who, leſt ſhe turn the ame, | 
Tonight put on perfettion, and a womans name. 


Epithalamions. 
Thy virgins girdle now vntie, 
And inthy nuprial bed [loves altar ] lie 
A pleaſing ſacrifice ; now diſpoſleſs 
Thee of theſe chains and robes, which were put on 
Tadorne the day, not thee ; for thou, alone, 
Like virtue, and truth, are beſt in nakedneſs, 
This bed is only to virginitie 
A grave, bur to a better ſtate, a cradle, 
Till now, thou waſt but able 
10 be what nowthou art, thenthat by thee 
No more be faid, 7 may be, but 7am, 
Tonight put on perfeRtion, and a womans name, 


Even likea faichfull man content, 
That this life for a better ſhould be ſpent : 
So ſhe a mothers rich ſtile doth preferre, 
And at the Bridegrooms wiſh't approach dothlie, 
Like an appointed Lamb, when tenderly 
1he Prielt comes on his knees, Cimbowel her, 
Now ſleep or watch with more joy ; and-oh light 
Of heaven, to morrow riſe thou hot, and early, 
This Sun will love ſo dearly | 
Ker reſt, that.long, long we ſhall want her ſight 
Wonders are wrought, for ſhe which had no name. 
To night puts on perfeftion, and a womans name. 


The end of the Epithalamions, 6i 


Marriage' Sons, 
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SATYR J, 


\ Way thou changeling motley humoriſt, 

Leave me, and in this ſtanding wooden cheſt, 
Conſorted with theſe few books, let melye,* 
Inpriſon, and here be coffin'd, when 1 dye, 

Here are: Gods Conduits, grave Divines, andhere 
1s Natures Sectetary, the Phyloſopher : | 
And wily Staceſmen, which teach how to tic 
The ſinews of a Cities Myſtick body ; © 
Here gathering Chtoniders, and by them ſtand 
Giddy fantxſtique Poets ofeach land. © © 
Shall I leave all this conſtant company, 
And follow, treadiong wild uncertain thee? 
Fit, ſwearby thy beſt love here, in earneſt 
{If thou wbichloy'f all, canſt love any beſt) 
Thou wilt not leave me in the middle ftreer, 
Thc. 9h ſome more ſpruce companion thou doſt meet, 
VN. 110095 Captain docome in thy way _ * 
Brigli! p .xce!) Ele; with forry dead mens pay : 
Not though 4 brisk perfym'd pert Courtier | 
Deign with « ubd, thy cattefie to anſwer: 
Nor cone a Velvet Juſtice with a long 

Great train of blew-coats, twelve or fourteen ſtrong, 

* Wil:' thou grin or fawn 6n him, or prepare © 
A ſpeech to court his beauteovs ſon and heir ? 
For better of worſe take me; orleave me : 
To take, and leave me is adultety. OY 
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0h monſtrous, ſuperſtitious Puritan = 

Of refin'd manners, yet ceremonial man, 

That when thou meet'it one, with enquiring eyes 

Doſt ſearch, and like a needy broker prize 

The ſilk and gold he wares, and to thatrate, 

$0 high or low, doſt raiſe thy formal hat. 

That wilt conſort none, tilt thou have known 

What lands he hach in hope, orof his own. 

As though all thy companions ſhould make. thee 

Joyntures, and marry thy dear company. 

Why ſhould'ſt thou (that doſt not' only approve, 

« Bucin rank itchy luſt, defire, and love, 

Thenakedneſs and aw tan £ 

Of thy plump muddy whore, or profticute boy ;) 

Hate virtue, though ſhe be naked and bare ? 

Atbirth, and death, our bodies naked are; - 

And, till our fouls be nnapparelled 

Of bodies, they from blig are baniſhed : 

Mans firſt bleſt ſtate was naked ; when by fin. 

He loſt that, he was cloath'd bur in beaſts skin, 

And ri this coarſe attire, which now wear, 

With God, and with the Muſes I conferre. 

But ſince thou like a contrite penitent, 

Charitably warn'd of thy ſins doſt repent 

Theſe vanities, and giddineſſes, foe 

| ſhut my chamber dogr, and come, let's goe. 

But ſooner may a cheap whore, who hath bin 

Worn out by as many ſeveral men in ſin, _ 

As 2reblack feathers, or musk-coſoured hoſe, 

Name her childs right crue father, *mong{t all thoſe ; 

Sooner may one gueſs, who ſhall bear away 

The Inf-ntry of London, hence to. India : 

And ſooner may a gulling Weather-ſpie 

By drawing forth heavens Scheme tell certainly 
| | Ls 
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W hat faſhion'd hats, or puffs, or ſuits next year 

Our giddy: heided antick youth will wear; * 

Then thou, when thou depart'ſt from' me, , can ſhow 
Whirher, why, when or with whom thou would'ſt £0. 
But how ſhall I be pardon'd my offence | 
1 hat thus have finn'd againſt my conſcience ? 

Now we are in the ſtreet; he firſt of all 
Improvidently proyd, creeps to the'wall, 

Ard ſo impriſon'd, and hem'd in by me 

Cels for 2 little [tate hjs liberty , SES 


— 


Yer though he cannot skip forch now to greet 
Every fine ſilken painted fool we meer, 

He them to him with amorous ſmiles allures, _ 
And grins, ſmaks, ſlirugs, and ſuch an itch endures, 
As Prentices'or Schoole oyes which dg. know 

Of ſome gay ſport abroag, yer dare not go, 

And as fidlers ſtop loweſt at higheſt ſound, 

Soto the molt brave; ſtoops he nigh'ft the ground. 
But to a grave man he doth moye no more 

Than the wiſe-politique. horſe would heretofore, 
Or thou O Elephant, or Ape wile do, 

W hen any names the King of Spain to you, 

Now leaps he upright, jogs me, and cries, Do you ſee 
Yonder well-fayoured youth ?. Which 2 Oh, 'tis hee 
That dances ſo divinely; Oh faid I, + | 
Stand ſtill muſt you dance here for company? 

He droop'd, we went, tillone{which did excell 
Tht'Indiansin drinking his Tobicco well). - * 

Met us : they'talk'd : I whiſperd, let us go, 

'Tmay he you fme.l him not, true'y 1 do, 

He hears not me, but, on the other ſide 

A miny coloured Peicocks having ſpide, 

Leaves him »nd me; TI for my loſt ſheepſtay, _ » 
He follows, qvert” kes, goes onthe way, 


\ 
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caying, Him whom 1 laſt left, all repute 
For his device, in handſoming a ſuit, 

To Judge of lace, pink, panes, print, cut, and pleit, 
Of all the Courtto have the beſt conceit, \ 
Our dull Commedians want him, let him goe , 

Bat, 0h God ſtrengthen thee, why ſtoop'ſt rhou ſo? 
Why. He hath travelled long, no, butto me 
Which underſtood none, he doth ſeem to be 
Perfe& French, andralian, I reply'd, Y 

$ is the Pox. He anſwer'd not, bur ſpy'd 

More men of ſort, of parts and qualities, 

Atlaſt his love he in window ſpies, 

And like light dew exhal'd, he flings from me 
Violently raviſhed to. his-lechery. : 

Many there were, he:could command'no more ; 

He quarrell'd, fought; bled; and rurn'd out of door 
Dire&ly cameto me, hanging the head, 

And conſtantly a while mult keep his bed. 
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0 | R; though (Ithank God for it) Ido hate 

PerfeRly allthis Town, yetthere's one ſtate 

In all if things ſo excellently beſt, | 

That hare towards them, breeds pity towards the reſt, 

Though Poetry, indeed; be ſucha ſin,-- * 

As, Ithink, that brings dearth, and Spaniards in - 

Though like the Peſtilence; and olf faſhion'd love, 

Ridlingly it catch -men, and doth remove 

Never, till ic be ſtary'd out. yer their ſtate 

Is poor, diſarm'd, like Papiſts, 'nor worth hate : 

One, (like a wretch, which at Barre judg'd as dead, 

Yer prompts him which ſtands next, and cannotrgad, 4 
"as oy An 
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And faves his life). gives Idiot Aﬀtors:means, 
(Srarving himſelf) to live by his labour'd ſcenes. 
As in ſome Organs, Puppits danceabove 

And bellows pang below, which them do move. 
One would move love by rythmes ; but witchcrafts ch 
Bring not now their old fears, nor their old harms, - 
Rams, and ſlings noware filly battery, 
Piſtolets are the beſt Artillery, ; 
And they who write to Lords, rewards to ger, - 
Are they not like fingers at doors for meat ? 

And they who write; becauſe all write, have ſtill 
That*excuſe for writing, and for writing ill. 

But he is worſt, who-(beggerly) doth chaw 
Others wits fruits, and in his ravenous Maw 

Rankly digeſted, doth thoſe things out-ſpue, 

As his own things, .and they are his own, 'cis true; © 
For if one eat my meat, though itbe known 
The meat was mine,-tFexcrement is his own. 

But theſe do me no harm, nor they which uſe 

To out-do Dildoes, and out-ufure Jews, 

To out-drink the ſea, to out-ſwear the-Letanie, 
Who with fins all kinds as familiar be 

As Confeſlors, and for whoſe finful fake, 
Schoolmen new tenements in hell muſt make : 
Whoſe ſtrange ſins Canoniſts could hardly cell 

In which Coinmandments large receit they dwell, 
Bur theſe puniſh themſelves. The mſolence 

Of Coſcns, only, breeds my juſt offence; 

Whom time, (which rats all,and makes botches, pox, 
And plodding on, muſt make a calf anox)  * 
Hath made a Lawyer ; which (alas) of late 

Bur ſcarce a Poet , jollier of this ſtate, 

Then are new benefic'd Miniſters, he throws 

Like nets, or lime-twigs, whereſoever he goes 


His 
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His ticle of Barriſter, on every wench, 
And wooes in language of the Pleas and Bench. 
A motion Lady : Speak Coſaaw, I have been 
In love ever ſince trice/imo of the Queen, 
Continual claims I have made, InjunRions got 
To ſtay my rivals ſuit, that he ſhould not * . 
Proceed ; ſpare me, in Hillary terme I went, 
You ſaid, ifI return'd nextfrze in Lent, - 
| ſhould be in Remitter of your grace ; 
in th'interim my letters ſhould take place 
Of Aﬀdavits, Words, words; which would tear 
The tender labyrinth of a Maids ſoft ear 
More, more then ten Sclavonians ſcolding's, more 
Than when winds in our ruin'd Abbyesrore. 
When ſick wich Poetry, and poſſeſt with muſe 
Thou waſt and mad, ] hop'd ; but men which chuſe 
Law praCtice for meer gain; bold ſoul repute 
Worſe thanimbrothel'd trumpetsproſtitute. 
Now like an owl-like watchman he muſt walk 
His hand ſtill at a bill, now he muſt talk 
Idly, like priſoners, which whole months will ſwear 
That only ſuretyſhip hath brought them there, 
And to every ſuitorlye inevery thing, - 
Like a Kings Fayorite, or like a King, 
Like a wedge in a block, wring to the barre, 
Bearing like Aſſes, and more ſhameleſs farre 
Than carted whores, lye, to the grave Judge; for 
Baſtardy abounds not in Kings titles, nor 
S1mony and Sodomy in'Church-mens lives, 
Astheſe things do in bim , by theſe he thrives. 
Shortly (as > ſea) hewijl compaſs all the land ; 
From Scots to ight, from Mount to Dover ſtrand, 
And ſpying heirs melcing with luxury, 
Satan wil not joy at their ſins, as he, 
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For (as a thrifty wench ſcrapes kitching-ſtuffe, 

And barrilling the droppings, and the ſnuffe 

Of waſting candles, which in thirty year 
(Reliquely kept) perchance buyes Wedding chear) 
Piecemeal he gets lands, and ſpends as much time 
Wringing each Acre, as Maids pulling prime. 
Inparchment then, large as the fields, he draws 
Aſſurances, big, as gloſs'd civil laws, 

So huge, that men(in our times forwardneſs) 

Are Fathers of the Church for writing leſs. 

Theſe he writes not, nor for theſe written payes, 
Therefore ſpares no lenth, (as in thoſe firſt dayes 
When Znther was profeſt, He did defire 

Short Pater nofters, ſaying as a Fryer 

Each day his beads, but having left choſe laws, 
Addsto Chriſts prayer, the power and. glory clauſe.) 
But when he ſels or changes land, h'impaires 

His writings, and (unwatch'd ) leaves out, /es herres, 


And lily asany Commenter goes by 
v1 


Hard words, or ſenſe; or, in Divinity 

Ascontroverters in vouch'd [exts, leave out | 
Shrewd words, which might againſt them clear the doubt, 
Where are thoſe ſpred woods which clothed heretofore 
Thoſe bought lands? not built, nor burnt within dore. 
Where the old Landlords Troops, and almes? In Hals 
Carthuſian Faſts, and fulſome Bacchanals | 
Equally I lite. Mean's bleſt, In rich mens homes 

I bid k'll ſome beaſts, but no Hacacombs, 

None ſtarve, none furfet ſo. But (Oh) weallow 

Good works, as good, bur out of faſhion now, 

Like old rich Wardrobes. But my words none draws 
Withinthe vaſt reach of th'huge ſtatutes Jawes, 
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Ind pity cheeks my ſpleen, brave ſcotn forbids 
IK Thek: rears to iſſue, which ſwell my eye-lids. 
I muſt not laugh, nor weep ſins, but be wiſe, 
Can railing then cure theſe worn maladies? 
Is not our Miſtreſs fair Religion, 
As worthy of all our Souls devotion, 
As virtue was to the firlt. blinded Ape ? 
Are not heavens joyes as valiant toaſſwage 
Luſts, as earths honour was to them ? Alas, 
As we do them in means, ſhall they ſurpaſs 
Usin the end? and ſhall thy fathers ſpiric 
Meet blind Philoſophers in heaven, whoſe meric 
Offtri& life may be imputed faith, and hear 
Thee, whom he taught ſo eafie wayes and near 
To follow, damn'd? Oh, if thou dar'ſt, fear this - 
This fear great courage, and high valour is. 
Dar'ſt thou ayd mutinous Dutch? and dar'{t thou lay 
Thee in ſhips wooden Sepulchres, a prey 
Toleaders rage, to ſtorms, to ſhot, todearth ? 
Dar'ſt thou dive ſeas, and dungeons of the earth ? 
Haſt thou courageous fire to thaw the ice 
Of frozen North diſcoveries, and thrice 
Colder than Salamanders? like divine 


Children in ch'Oven, fires of Spain, and the line 
Whoſe Countries limbecks to our bodies be, 

Canſt thou for gain bear? and muſt every he 
Which cries nor, Goddeſs, to thy Miſtreſs, draw 
Oreat thy poyſonous words ?: courage of ſtraw / 
deſperate coward, wilt thou ſeem bold, and 

10 thy foes and his, (who made thee to ſtand 
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Sentinel in this worlds Garriſon) thus yield, 
And for forbid warres leave th'appointed field > 
Know thy foes : The foul devil (he, whom thoy 
Striv'ſt to pleaſe) for hate, not love, would allow 
| | Thee fain, his whole Realm to be quit ; and as 
|| The worlds all parts wither away and paſs, 

| So the worlds ſelf, thy other lov'd foe, is 
In her decrepit wane, andthou loving this, 
Doſt love a witheredand worn ſtrumper ; laſt, 
Fleſh (ir ſelfs death) ahd joyes which fleſh can taſt; 
| Thouloveſt ; and thy fair goodly ſoul; which doth 

Give this fleſh power to taſt joy, thoudoſt loath, 

Seek true Religion, O where : Atirrexs | 
7 Thinking her unhouf'd here, and fled from us ; 
| Seeks her at Rome, there, becauſe he doth know 
That fhe was there a thouſand years agoe, 
He loves theraggs ſo, as we here obey 
The State-cloth where the Prince ſate yeſterday: 
Grants to ſuch brave Loves will not be inthrall'd, \ 
| But loves her only; who at Geneva is call'd ? 
| Religion, plain, ſimple; ſullen, young, 
[| Contemptuous yet unhandſome; As among 
|| Lecherous humours; there is one that judges 


Grajus ſtayes ſtill at home here, and becauſe 
Some Preachers, vile ambitzous bawds, and laws 
Still new like faſhions, bids him think that ſhe | 
Which dwels with us; is only perfeR, he 
Imbraceth her; whom his Godfathers will 
| Tenderto him, being tender ; asWards {till 
| Take ſuch wives as their Gaardians offer, or 

| Pay valews. Careleſs Phrygius doth abhorr 

All, becauſeall cannot be good ; as-one 

| Knowing fome women whores, dares marry none- | 
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No wenches wholſome , bur coarſe country drudges. 
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racchus loves all as one, and thinks that fo 

Bas woniendo indivers Countries go 

In divers habits, yetare ftill one kind , 

50 doth, ſo is Religion, and this blind- 

neſs too much light breeds. But unmoved thou 

Of force muſt one, and forc'd but one allow 

And the right , ask thy Father which is ſhe, 

Let him ask Is. Though truth and falſhood be 
Near twins, y/: truth a lictle elder is. 

Be bulie to ſee!: her, believe me this, 

He's not of none, nor worlt, that ſeeks the beſt. 
To adore, or ſcorn an Image, or proteſt, 

May all be bad. Doubt wiſely, in ſtrange way 
Toſtand inquiring right, is not to ſtray, 

To ſleep, or run wrong, is. On a huge hill, 
Cragged, and ſteep, Truth ſtands, and he that will 
Reach her, about muſt, and about it goe - 

And what the hills ſuddennels reſiſts, win ſo, + 
Yetftrive ſo, that before age, deaths cwilighr, 
Thy Soul reſt, for none can work in that night, 

To will implyes delay, therefore now do : 

Hard deeds, the bodies pains, hard knowledgeto 
The minds indeayours reach, and myſteries 

Are like the Sun, dazlins, yet plain to all eyes; 
Keep the truth which thou haſt found; men do notſtand 
In ſo ill caſe, that God hath with his hand 

Sign'd Kings blank.charters to kill whom they hate, 
Nor are they Vicars, but hangmen to Fate. 

Fool and wrerch, wilt thou let thy ſoul be tyed 

To mans laws, by which ſhe ſhall not be tryed 
Atthelaſt day ? Or will it then boot thee 

To ſay a Philip or a Gregory, 

A Harry or a Martin tagghe me this 3 

Is not this excuſe for meer contraries, 
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Equally ſtrong , cannot both ſides ſay ſo? 

That chou mayeſt rightly obey power, her bounds know, 
Thoſe paſt her nature, and name are chang'd; ro.be 

' Then humble to her is Idolatry. . . . 8 
As ſtreams are, Power is ; thoſe bleſt Aowers that dwel! 
At the rough ſtreams calm head, thrive and do well, 
But having left their rogt$, and themſelyes given 

To the ſtreams tyrannous rage, alas, are driven 
Through Mills, Rocks, and Woods, andatl:”, almoſt 
Conſum'd in poing, inthe ſea are loſt 

So periſh Souls, which more chuſe mens unjuſt 
Power, from God claim'd, then God himſelf to truſt. 
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Ell ; Imay now receive, and die, My ſin 
Indeed is great, but yet I have been in 
A Purgatory, ſuch as fear'd hell is 
A recreation, and ſcant map of this, 
My mind, neither with prides itch, nor yet hath been 
Poyſon'd with love to ſee, or to beſeen, 
I had no ſuit there, nor new ſuit to ſhew, 
Yet went to Court ; Butas Glare which did go 
To Maſs in jeſt, catch'd, wasfain to disburſe 
The hundred markes, which is the Statutes Curſe, 
Before he ſcap't, So't pleas'd my deſtiny 
(Guilty of my {in of going,) to think me 
As prone to all il], and of goodas forget- 
full, as proud, luſtful, and as much indebr, 
As Vain. as witleſs, and as falſe as they 
Which dwel in Court, for once going that way. 
Therefore I ſuffer'd this; Towards me did run 
A thing more ſtrange, than on Niles ſlime, the Sun 
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E'r bred, or all which into Noah's Arkcame : 
Athing which would have pos'd Adamto name : 
Stranger than ſeven Antiquaries ſtudies, 
Than Africks Monſters, Guianaes rarities, 
Stranger than ſtrangers: One who, tor 4 Dane, 
In the Danes Maſſacre had ſure been (lain, 
If he had liv'd then, and withour help dies, 
When next the Prentiſes 'gain!t Strangers riſe. 
One whom the watch at noon lets ſcarce go by ; 
One, to whotn the examining Jultice ſure would cry, 
Sir, by your Prieſthood tell me what you are. 
His cloaths were ſtrange, though coarſe, and black thoush 
Sleeveleſs his jerkin was,and it had been (bare 
Velyer, but 'twas now (ſo nzuch ground was feen) 
Become Tuffcaftiry ; and our children ſhall 
See it plain Raſh a while, thennought ar all, 
The thing hath travail'd, and faith, ſpeaks all tongues, 
And only knoweth what to all States belongs. 
Made of th' Accents, and belt phraſe of all theſe. 
He ſpeaks one language, If itrange meats diſpleaſe. 
Artcan deceive, or hunger force my raſt, 
But Pedants motley tongue; ſouldiers bumbaſt, 
Mountebanks drug-tongue, nor the termes of law, 
Are ſtrong enough preparatives to draw 
leto hearthis, yet I muſt be content 
Wich his tongue, in his tongue calF'd Complement : 
In which he can win widows, and pay ſcores, 
Make men ſpeak treaſon, couzen ſubtleſt whores, 
Out-flatter favorites, or outlie either: 
Jovius, or Surius, or both together, 
He names me, and comes to me , I whiſper, God 
How have I finn'd, thatthy wraths furious rod, 
This fellow, chuſeth me ; He faith, Sir, 
Llove your judgment, whom do you prefer, 5 
K FOr 


130 Poems. 


For the beſt Linguiſt ? and I ſeelily 

Said that I thought Calepines DiRtionary. 

Nay, but of men, moſt ſweet Sir. Beza then, 

Some Jeſuits, and two reverend men 

Of our two Academies I named, here 

He ſtopt me, and ſaid : Nay, your Apoſtles were 

Good pretty Linguiſts, ſo Panurgus was ; 

Yet a poor Gentleman, all theſe may pals. 

But travail then, as if he would have ſould 

His tongue, he praiſed it, and ſuch wonders told, 

ThatI was fain to ſay, If you had liv'd, Sir, 

Time enough to have been Interpreter 

To Babels bricklayers, ſure the Tower had ſtood. 

He adds, ifof Court life you knew the good, 

You would leave loneneſs. 1111d, not alone, 

My loneneſs is, but Spartanes faſhion, 

Toteach by painting drunkards doth not laſt, 

Now Aretines pictures have made few chaſt ; 

No more can Princes Courts, though there be few 
Zetter pictures of vice, teach me vertue. 

He like to a high-ftretcht Lute-ſtring ſqueakr, O fir, 
'T'is ſweet to talk of Kings, At Weſtminſter, 
$41dI, the man thar keeps the Abby tombs, 

And for his price doth with who ever comes, 

Of all our Harrys, and our Edwards talk, 

From King to King, and all their Kin can walk : 
Your eares ſhall hear nought but Kings ; your eyes meet 
Kings only , The way to it is Kings ſtreet. 

He ſmack'd, and cry'd, He's baſe, mechanique courſe, 
So are all your Engliſh men in their diſcourſe. 

Are not your Frenchmen near ? Mine, as you fee, 
] have but one Sir, look, he follows me. 

Certes they are neatly cloath'd. I, of this mindam, 


Your only wearing is your Grogaram, 
Not 


Not ſo Sir, I have more. Under this pitch 
He would not fly , I chaf 'd him ; Bur as Itch 
Scratch'd into ſmart, and as blunt Iron grownd 
Intoan edge, hurts worlſe : So, I (fool) found, 
roſfing hurt me. To fir my ſullenneſs, 
etoanother key his ſtile doth dreſs ; 
And asks, what news; I tell him of new playes, 
etakes my hand, and as a Still which ſtayes 
\ Sembrief, *twixt each drop, he niggardly, 
\s, loath to inrich me, ſo tells many a ly, 
ore then ten Hollenſheads, or Halls, or Stows, 
Of trivial houſhold traſh, He knows ; he knows 
hen the Queen frownd,or ſmiPd, and he knows what 
\ ſubtle States-man may gather of that , 
e knows who loves, whom, and who by poyſon 
aſts to an Offices reverſion ; 
e knows who hach ſold hisland, and now doth beg 
\ licenſe, old iron, boots, ſhoos, and egge- 
hels to tranſport ; Shortly, boyes ſhall not play 
\rſpan counter, or blow-point, but ſhall pay 
oll to ſome Courtier ; and wiſer then all us, 
e knows what Lady is not painted. Thus 
ewich home meats cloyes me. 1 belch, ſpue, ſpir, 
ook pale, and ſickly, like a Patient, yer 
ethruſts on more ;, Andas he had undertook 
oſty Gylo-Belgicus without book, | 
eaks Of all States and deeds that have been ſ1nce 
he Spanyards came to the loſs of Amyens. 
kea big wife, at ſight of loathed mear, 
Ready to travail : fo 1 figh, and ſwear 
[0 hear this Makaron talk, in vain - for yer, 
ther my humour, or his own to fit, 
elike a priviledg'd ſpie, whom nothing can 
diſcredit, libels now 'g4inſt each great man, 
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Fe names a price for every office paid, 

He ſaith, our wars thrive ll, becauſe delai'd ; 
That offices are intailed and rhat there are 
Perpetuities of chem, laſting as far 

As the laitday; and that great officers 
Do with the Pirates ſhare, and Dunkirkers, 
Who waſts in meat;4n cloaths, in horſe he notes, 
Who loves Whores, who boyes, and who goats. 

I moreamaz'd than Circes priſoners, when 

They feltthemſelves turn beaſts, fel my ſelf then 
Becomming Traytor, and methought I ſaw 

One of our Giant Statutes ope his jaw 

To ſuck me in; for hearing him, I found 

That as burnt venomous Leachers do grow ſound 

By giving others their ſoars, I might grow 

Guilty, and he free: Therefore 1 did ſhow 

All ſignes of loathing , But ſince 1 amin, 

I muſt pay mine, and my forefathers fin 

To the laſt farthing. Therefore to my power 
Toughly and ſtubbornly I bear this croſs , but the *hower 
Of mercy now was come: He tries to bring 

Me to pay a fine to ſcape his torturing, 

And ſayes, Sir, can you ſpare me? TIfaid , willingly; 
Nay, Sir, Can you ſpare mea Crown ? Thankfully 1 
Gave it, as Ranſom ; but as fidlers, ſtill, 

Though they be paid to be gone, yet needs will 
Thruſt one more jigg upon you : ſodid he 

With his long complemental thanks vex me- 

Bur he is gone, thanks to his needy want, 

And the Prerogative of my Crown : Scant 

His thanks were ended when I (which did ſee 

All the Court fill'd with ſuch ſtrange things as he) 

Ran from thence with ſuch, or more haſte than one 
Who fears more aRions, doth haſt from priſon, 
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At home in wholeſom ſolitarineſs 
My piteous ſoul began the wretchedneſs 
Ot ſuiters at Court to mourn, and a trance 
Like his, who dream't he ſaw hell, did advance 

It ſelf o're me : Such men 3s he ſaw there, 

I ſaw at © 'ourt,and worſe, and more, Low fear 
Becomes the guilty, nor the accuſer: Then, 

Shall 1, none ſlave, of high born or rais'd men 

Fear frowns, and, my Miſtreſs Truth, betray thee 
Toh' huffing braggart, putt Nobility ? 

No, no, Thou which 1ince yeſterday haſt been 
Almoſt zbout che whole world, haſt thou ſeen, 

O Sun, in all thy journey, Vanity, 

Such as ſwells the bladder of our Court ? I 

Think he which made your waxen garden, and 
Tranſported it, from Italy, to ſtand 

With us, at London, flouts our Courtiers, for 

Jult ſuch gay painted things, which no ſ=p, nor 
Taſt have in them, ours are , and natural 

Some of the ſtocks are, their fruits baſtard all. 

Tis ten a clock and paſt; all whom the Mues, 
Baloun, Tennis, Dier, or the ſtews 

Hadall the morning held, now the ſecond 

Time made ready, that diy, in flocks are found 
Inthe Preſence, and 1, (God pardon me) 

As freſh and ſweet their Apparels be, as be 

The fields they ſold to-buy them, For a King 
Thoſe hoſe are crys the flatterer , And bring 
Them next week to the Theatre to ell, 

Wants reach all ſtates. Me ſeems they do as well 
Atſtage, as Court, All are players, who e'r looks 


(For themſelves dare not go) o'r Cheapſide Books, 


Shall find their wardrobes Inventory. Now, 
The Ladies come, As Pirats, which do know, 
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Thar there came weak ſhips fraught with Cutchanel, 


The men board them , and praiſe (as they think) well, 


Their beauties, they the mens wits; both are bought, 
Why good wits ne'r wear ſcarlet gowns, I thought 
This cauſe, Theſe men, mens wits for ſpeeches buy, 
And women buy all reds which ſcarlets die. 

He call'd her beauty limetwigs, her hair ner : 

She fears her drugs ill lay'd, her hair looſe ſer, 
Would not Heraclitus laugh to fee Macrine, 

From har to ſhoo, himſelf ar door refine, 

As if the Preſence were a Moſchite : and lift 

His sKirts and hoſe, and call his clothes to ſhrift, 
Making them confeſs not only mortal 

Great itains and holes in them, but venial 
Feathers and duſt, wherewith they fornicate : 
And then by Darers rules ſurvey the ſtate 

Of his each limb, and with ſtriags the odds tries 
Of his neck to his leg, and waſte to thighs. 

So in immaculate clothes, and Symmetry 

PerfeR as Circles, with ſuch nicety 

As a young Preacher at his firſt time goes 

To preach, he enters, and a Lady which owes 
Him not ſo much as good will, he arreſts, 
Andunto her proteſts, proteſts, proteſts, 

So much 2s at Rome would ſerve to have thrown 
Ten Cardinals into the Inquiſition , 

And whiſpers by jeſu, ſo often, that a 

Purſevant would have raviſh'd him away 

For ſaying of our Ladies Pſalter. But 'ris fir 

Thar they each other plague, they merit it. 

But here comes Glorious that will plague them both, 
W ho in the other extreme only doth 

Call a rough careleſsnefs, good faſhion, 

Whoſe cloak his ſpurs tear ; or whom he ſpits on 


He 
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He cares not he. His ill words do no harm 
To him, he ruſhes in, as if arm, arm 

He meant to cry, And though his face be as ill 
As theirs, which in old hangings whip Chriſt, (till 
He ſtrives to [ook worſe, he keeps all in awe ; 
Teſts like a licens'd fool, commands like law. 
Tyr'd, now I leave this place, and but pleaſ'd fo 
As men from gaols t' execution go, 

Go through the great chamber (why is it hung 
With the ſeven deadly (ins ? ) beingamong 
Thoſe Askaparts, men big enough to throw 
Charing Croſs for a bar, men that do know 

No token of worth, but Queens man, and fine 
Living, barrels of beef, and flagons of wine. 

I ſhook like a ſpied Spie. Preachers which are 
Seds of Wit and Arts, you can, then dare, 
Drown the ſins of this place, for, for me 

Which am but a ſcant brook, it enough ſhall be 
To waſh the ſtains away : Alchough 1 yet 

(With Machabees modeſty) the known merit 
Of my work leſſen : yer ſome wiſe men ſhall, 

| hope, eſteem my writs Canonical, 
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Houſhal not laugh in this leafe, Muſe, nor they 
Whom any pity warms. He which did lay 
Rules to make Courtiers, he being underſtood 
May make good courtiers, but who courtiers good ? 
Free's from the ſting of jeſts all who in extreme 
Are wretched or wicked, of theſe two a theam 
Charity and liberty give me. What is he 
Who Officers rage, and Suitors miſery y_ 
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Can write in jeſt ? Tf all things be in all, 
AsT think, ſince all, which were, are, and ſhall 
Be, be made of the ſame elements : 
Each thing, each thing implyes or repreſents. 
Then man is a world , in which, Officers, ; 
Are the vaſt raviſhing ſeas; and ſuters, 
Springs, now full, now 1 ſhallow ,now dry, which, to 
1 hat which drowns them, run : theſe ſelf reaſons do 
Prove the warld a man, in which, officers 
Are the devouring ſtomach, and Suters 
The excrements which they void. All men are duſt, 
How much worſe are Suters, who to mens luſt 
Are made preys 2 O worſe than duſt or worms mear, 
For they do eat you now, whoſe ſelves worms ſhall eat 
They are the mills which grind you, yet You are 
The wind which drives them ;- anda waſtful war 
Is fought againſt you, and you fight it; they 
Adulterate law, and you prepare the way, 
Like wittals, th' iſſue your own-ruin is. 
Greateſt and faireſt Empreſs, know you this ? 
Alas, no morethan Thames calm head doth-know 
Whoſe meads her arms drown'6r whoſe cortri o're-flovy, 
You fir, whoſe righteouſneſs ſhe loves, whom 1 
By having leave to ſerve, am moſt richly 
For ſervice paid, authoriz'd. now begin 
To know and weed out this enormous ; fin, 
O Age of raſty Iron ! Some better wit 
Callic ſome worſe name, if ought equal it, 
The iron Age' was, when jultice ws ſold; now 
Injuftice is fold dearer far, allow 
All cliim'd fees and duties, G; -meſters, anon 
The money which you {weat and ſwear for, is £011 
Into other hands : So controverted lands 

Scape, like Angelica the firivers hands. 
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Law be inthe Judges heart, and he 
Hye no beart to reſiſt letter, or fee, 
here wilt thou appeal > power of the Courts below, 
Flow from the firſt main head, and theſe can throw 

hee, if they ſuck thee in, to miſery, 

o fetters, halters, Bur' if the _ 

Neel thee to dare complain, Alas, thou go'ſt 

\czinſt the ſtream upwards, when thou art moſt 

Heavy and moſt faint ; and in theſe labours they, 
'Gainit whom thou ſhould'it complain, will in thy way 
Become great ſeas, o're which, when thou ſhalt be 
Forc'd to make golden bridges, thou ſhalt ſee 

That all thy gold was drown'd inthe before, 

All things follow their like, only who have may haye more, 
Judges are Gods; and he who made them fo, 
Meant not men ſhould be forc'd to them to go, 
By means of Angels. When ſupplications 

Wee ſend to God, to Dominations, 

Powers, Cherubins, and all heavens Courts, if we 
Should pay fees, as here, Daily bread would be 
Scarce to Kings ; ſo 'tis. Would it not anger 

A Stoick, a Coward, yea a Martyr, 

To ſee a Purſtvant come in, and call 

All his clothes, Copes; Books, Primers; and all 
His Plate, Chalices, and miſtake them away, 

And ask a fee for comming ? Oh, ne'r may 

Fair laws white reverend name be {trumpered, 
To warrant thefts : ſhe is eſtabliſhed | 
Recorder to Deſtiny, onearth, and ſhe 

Speaks Fates words, and tel's who mult be 

Rich, who poor, who in chairs, who in jayles ; 
She is all fair, bur yet harh foul long nales, 

\Vith which ſhe ſcatcheth Suiters, In bodies 

Of men, fo in law, .nailes are extremities. 
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So Officers ſtretch to more than law cando, 

As our nails reach what no elſe part comes to. 

Why bareſt thou to yon Officer ? Fool, hath he 
Gotthoſe goods, for which erſt men bar'd to thee ? 
Fool, twice,thrice,thou halt bought wrong,& now hungerly 
Beg'(t right, but that dole coms not till theſe dy, 

Thou had'ſt much, and laws Urim and Thummim trie 
Thou wouldſt for more , and for all haſt paper 
Enough to cloath all che great Charricks Pepper. 

Sell chat, and by that thou much more ſhalt leeſe 
Then Hammon, when he ſold his Antiquities, 

O wretch, that thy fortunes ſhould moralize 

Eſops fables, and make tales, propheſies. +* 

Thouart the ſwimming dog whom ſhadows cozeneth, 
Which div'{t near drowning, for what vaniſheth. 
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Qiee next, Society and true friendſhip 
\_JMans beſt contentment, doth ſecurely ſlip. 

His patlions and the worlds troubles rock me. 
Oſlecp, wean'd from thy dear friends company, 
In a cradle free from dreams or thoughts, there 

V Vhere poor men ly, for Kings afleep do fear, 
Here ſleeps Houſe by famous Artoſto, 

By filver-tongu'd Ovid, and many moe, 

Perhaps by golden-mourh'd Spencer too pardie, 
(V Vhich builded was ſome dozen Stories high) 

I had repair'd, but that it was fo rotten, 

As {leep awak'd by Ratts from thence was gotten : 
And [will build ro new, for by my V Vill, 

Thy fathers houſe ſhall be the faireſt (till, 
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In Exceſter. Yer, methinks, for all their Wir, 

Thoſe wits that ſay nothing, beſt deſcribe ir. 

Without it there is no Senſe, only in this 

Sleep isunlike a long Parenthelis, 

Not to fave charges, but would I had ſlept 

The time I ſpentin London, whenT Kept 

Fighting and untruſt gallants Company, 

In which Natta, the new Knight, ſeized on me, 

E And offered me the experience he had bought 

Witch great Bxpence, Ifound him throughly taught 
In curing Burnes, His thing had had more fcars 

Then T himſelf; * like Epps it ofren wars, 

And ſtill is hurt, For his Body and State 

The Phylick and Councel (which came too late 
*Gainſt Whoresand Dice) he now on me beſtows : 
Moſt ſuperficially he ſpeaks of thoſe. 

I found, by him, leaſt ſound him who moſt knows. 

He ſwears well, ſpeakes lt, but beſt of Clothes, 

What fits Summer, what What Winter, what che Spring. 
He had Living, but now theſe waies come in 

His whole Revenues. Where his Whore now dwells, 
And hath dwelt, ſince bis fathers death, he tells. 

Yea he tells molt cunningly each hid cauſe 

Why Whores forſake their Bawds. To theſe ſome Laws 
He knows of the Duel, and on his Skill 

Theleaſt Jot in that or theſe he quarrel will, 

Though ſober, but nere foughr. I know 

Whar made his Valour undubd Windmill go, 

Within a Pintat moſt : yer for all this 

(Which is moſt ſtrange) Natta thinks no man is 

More honeſt than himſelf. T hus men may want 
Conſcience, whilſt being broychr up ignorant, 

They uſe themſelves to vice. And beſides thoſe 
liberal Arts forenam'd, no Vicar knows, 
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Nor other Captain leſs then he, His Schools 

Are Ordinarics, where civil men ſeem tools, 

Or are tor being there, His belt bookes, Plaies, 
Where, meeting godly Scenes, perhaps he praies, 
His firſt ſer prayer was for his fathers ill, 

And ſick that he might dye : That had, until 

The Lands were gone, he troubled God no more : 
And then ask'd him but his Right, hat the whore 


Whom he had kept, might now keep him; She ſpent, 


They left each other on even terms; ſhe went . 

To Bridewel, he unto the Wars, where want 

Hath made him valiant, and a Lieutenant 

Heis become ; Where, as they pals apace, 

He ſteps aſide, and for his Captains place 

He praies again ; Tells God, he will confeſs 

His fins, ſwear, drink, dice and whore thencetorth les, 
On this Condition, that if his Captain dye 

And he ſucceed, Bur his Prayer did not , they 

Both caſhir'd came home, and he is braver now 
Than his captain : all men wonder, few know how, 
Can he rob ? Ne. Cheat ? No. or doth he ſpend 
His own ? No. Fidus, he is thy dear friend, 

That keeps him up. I would thou wert thine own, 
Or thou hadſt as good a friend as thou art one. 

No preſent Want nor future hope made me, 

Deſire (as once I did) thy friend to be : 

Bur he had cruelly poſſeſt thee then, 

And as our Neighbours the Low-Country men, 
Being (whilſt chey were Loyal, with Tyrann 
Oppreſt) broke looſe, have fince reius'd to be 
Subject ro good Kings, I found even lo, 

Wer't thou well rid of him, thou *t have no moe. 
Could'{t chou bur chuſe as wellas love to none 
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Thou ſhould'{ be ſecond : Turtle and damon 
Should give the place in ſongs, and Lovers ſick 
yhould make thee only Loves Hieroglyphick : 
Thy Impreſs ſhould be the loving Elm and Vine, 
Where now an ancient Oak with Ivy twine, 
Deſtroy'd thy Symboleis, O dire Miſchance ? 
And, Ovile verſe ! And yet our Abraham France 
Writes thus, and jeſts not. Good Fidus for this 
Muſt pardon me, Satyres Bite when they kifs. 
But as for Natta, we have fince faln out ; 

Here on his knees, he pray'd,elſe we had fought. 


And becauſe God would not he ſhould be winner, 


Nor yet would have the Death of ſuch a ſinner, 
Athis ſeeking, our Quarrel is deferr'd, 

[' leave him at his Prayers, and asI heard, 
His laſt ; and Fidus, youand 1 do know , 

I was his friend, and durſt have been his foe, 
And would be either yet; But he dares be 


Neither yer, ſleep blots him outand rakes in thee. 


* The mind, you know is like a Table-book, 
® The old unwipt new writing never took. 


Hear how the Huiſhers Checques, Cupbord and Fire 


I paſfd : (by which Degrees young men aſpire 
In Court) And how that idle and ſhe-ſtate, 
(When as my judgment cleer'd) my ſoul did hate, 
How I found there (if that my trifling Pen 

Durſt take ſo hard a Task) Kings were buc men, 
And by their Place more noted, it they erre ; 
How they and their Lords unworthy men prefer, 
And, as unthrifts, had rather give away 

Great Summs to flatterers, than ſmall debts pay ; 
So they their greatneſs hide, and greatneſs ſhow 
By giving them that which to worth they owe : 
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What Treaſonis, and what did Eſſex kill, 
Not true Treaſon, but Treaſon handled ill : 


And which of them ſtood for their Countries good, 


Or what might be the Cauſe of ſo much Blood ; ' 
He ſaid ſheſtunck,and men might not have ſaid 
That ſhe was old before chat ſhe was dead. 

His Caſe was hard ro do or ſuffer ;loth 

To do, he made it harder, and did both 

Too much preparing loſt them all their Lives, 
Like ſome in Plagues kill'd with preſervatives, 
Friends, like land-ſouldiers in a ſtorm at Sea, 
Not knowing whart to do, tor him did pray. 
They cold it all the world, where was their wit ? 
Cuffs putting on a ſword, might have told it. 
And Princes muſt fear Favorites more then Foes, 
For {till beyond Revenge Ambition goes. 


How ſince Her death, with Sumpter. horſe that Scot 


Hath rid, who, at his coming up, had not 
A Sumpter-dog. Buttill that I can write 


Things worth thy Tenth reading (dear Nick) goodnight. Þ 
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VIL 


SCATYRE, 


En write that love and reaſon difagree, 


But I ne'r ſaw't expreſt as 'tis in thee. 
Well, I may lead thee, Gdd muſt make thee ſee, 


Bur, thine eyes blinde roo, there's no hope for thee. 


Thou fay'ſt ſhee's wiſe and wyitty, fair and free, 
All theſe are reaſons why ſhe ſhould ſcorn thee. 
Thou doſt proteſt thy love, and would'ſt ic ſhow 
By matching her, asſhe would match her foe : 
And would(t perſwade her to a worſe offence, 
Than that whereof thou didit accuſe her wench. 


= _ 


Reaſon 
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teaſon there's none for the, but thou mailt yex 
er with example. Say, for fear her ſex 
hun her, ſhe needs mult change, 1 do not ſee 

ow reaſon er can bring that muſt to thee, 
hou art a mat@- + Juſtice to rejoyce, 
it tobe his, and 40* his daughters choice. 
Iry'd with his threats ſhee'd ſcarcely ſtay with thee, 
nd wouldſt th* have this to chuſe thee, being free ? 
othen and puniſh ſome ſoon gotten ſtuff, 
or her dead husband this hath mourn'd enough, 
n hating thee. Thou maiſt one like this meer : 

or ſpight take her, prove kind, make thy breath ſweer, 
et her ſee ſhe hath cauſe, and to bring to thee 

oneſt children, ler her diſhoneſt be. 
fſhe be a widow I le warrant her 
hel thee before her firſt husband prefer, 
\nd will wiſh thou hadſt had her maidenhead, 

Shee'll love thee ſo) for, then thou hadſt been dead, 
ucthou ſuch Rrong love, and weak reaſons haſt, 

hou muſt thrive there, or ever live diſgrac'd. 

et pauſe a while, and thou mailt live to ſee 

\ time to come, wherein ſhe may beg thee. 

frhou 'lt not pauſe nor change, ſhel beg thee now, 
Doe what ſhe can, love for nothing ſhe *l] allow. 
defides, here were too much gain and merchandiſe, 
ind when thou art rewarded, deſert dies. 
ow thou haſt ods of him ſhe loves, he may doubt 

er conſtancy, but none can put the our, 

\gain, be thy love true, ſhe"! prove divine 

\ndin che end, the good ont will be thine. 

or though thou muſt ne*r think of other love, 
\nd ſo wiltadvance her as bigh above £ 
'ertue as cauſe above effet can be, 23 MF} 7 

[is vertue to be chiſt, which ſhe'll make the. 
The ena of the Satyres, -= HET 


" 
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LETTER 


TO SEVERAL 


PERSONAGES. 


; 


THE STORM, 


To Mr. Chriſtopher Brook, from the Iſland woyart 


with the Earl of Eſlex, 


Hou which art ], ('tis nothing to be ſo) 

Thou which art ſtill chy ſelf, by this ſhalt know 
Part of our paſſage ; And, a hand, or eye 
By Hilliard drawn, is worth a Hiſtory, 
By a worſe painter made , and (without pride) 
When by thy judgment they are dignif'd, 
My lines age ſuch, *Tis the preheminence, 
Of friendſhip only © impute excellence. 
England, to whom we owe, what we be, and have, 
Sad that her ſons did ſeek a forrain grave 
(For, Fares or Fortunes drifts none can gain-ſay, 
Honour and miſery have oneface, and way.) 
I rom out her pregnant intrails ſigh'd a wind 
W hich at th* ayres middle marble room did find 
Such ſtrong reſiſtance, that it ſelf ir threw 
Downwardagain , and fo when it did view 
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How, in the port, our fleet dear time did leeſe, 
Withering like priſoners, which lie but for fees, 
Mildly it kiſt our failes, and freſh, and ſweet, 

As, toa ſtomach ſtary'd, waoſe inſides meet, 

Meat comes, it came ; and ſwole our fails, when we 
So joy'd, as Sara her ſwelling joy'd to ſee. 
But 'twas but ſo kind, as our countrey men, 


Which bring friends one dayes way, and leave them then ; 


Then like two mighty Kings, which dwelling farre 
Aſunder meetagainſt a third to warre, 


The South and Weſtwinds joyn'd, and, as they blew, 


Waves like a rowling trench before them threw. 
Sooner than you read this line, did the gale, 
Like ſhot, not fear'd till felt, our ſails aſſail , 
And what at firſt was call'da guſt, the ſame 
hath now a ſtorms, anon a tempeſts name, 
70n4s,1 pity thee,and curſe thoſe men, 


Whowhenthe ſtorme rag'd moſt, did wake thee thenz 


Sleep is pains eaſieſt ſalve, and doth fulfill 
All Offices of death, except to kill, 
But when I wak'd, 1faw, that [ ſaw not, 
I, and the Sun, which ſhould teach me, *had forgot 
Eaſt, Weſt, day, night ; andI could only ay, 
if the world had laſted, now it had been day, 
Thouſands our noyſes were, yet we 'monglt all 
Could none by this right name, but thunder call : 
Lightning was all our light, and it rain'd more 
Then if te Sun had drunk the fea before. 
30me coffin'd in their cabbins lie'equally | 
Griev'd that they are not dead, and yet muſt die: 
And as fin-burd'ned ſouls from graves will creep, 
Atthelaſt day, ſome forch their cabbins peep : 
And trembling ask what news, and do h:ar ſo | 
As jealous husbands, what they would not Know. 
" A 7 0 


'Doth cover; ſo that we, except God ſay 
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Some itting on the hatches, would ſeem there, 
Wich hideous gazing to fear away fear. 

There note they the ſhips {ickneſſes, the Maſt 
Shak'd with an ague, and the Hold and Waſte 
With a ſalt dropſie clogg'd, and all our tacklings 
Snapping, like to too-high-flretch'd trebletrings. 
And from our totter'd fales rags drop down ſo 

As from one hang'd in chains a year agoe. 

Yeaeven our Ordinance plac'd for our defence, 
Strives to break looſe, and ſcape away from thence 
Pumping hathtir'd our men, and what's the gain? 
Seas into ſeas thrown, we ſuck in again : 

Hearing hath deaf*d our Sailers, and if they 

Knew how to hear, there's none knows what to ſay, 
Compar'd to theſe {torms, death is but a quaſme, 

Hell ſomewhar lightſome, the Bermaada's calme. 
Darkneſs lights eldeſt brother, his birth-right 

Claims o'r the world, and co heaven hath chas'd light 
All thingsare one : and that one none can be, 

Since all forms uniform deformitie 


Another Fat, ſhall have no more day, 
So violent, yet long theſe furies be, 
That though thine abſence ſterve me, 'l wiſh not thee. 
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The Calme. 


O® ſtorm is paſt, and that ſtorms tyrannous rape 
A {tupid calme, but nothing it doth ſwage. 
The fable isinverted, and farr more | 

A block affifts now, thena Rtork before. 

Storms chafe, and ſoon wear out themſelves, or us; 
In calms, Heaven laughs to ſee us languiſh thus, 
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As ſteady as T could wiſh my thoughts were, 
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Smooth as thy Miſtreſſe glaſſe; or what ſhines there ; 


Theſea is now; and as the Iſles which we 
Seck, when we can move, our ſhips rooted be. 
As water did iri ſtorms ; now pitch runs out: 
As lead, when a fir'd Church becomes one ſpout. 
Andallour beauty, and ourtrim decayes; 
Like Courts  retnoving, or like ending playes; 
The fighting place now ſeamens rage ſupply ; 
And all the tackling is a frippery. 
Now uſe of L*nthorns * and in oneplace lay 
Feathers and duſt, to diy and yeſterday: 
Farths hollowneſſes which che worlds lungs are; 
Have no more wind then ghe upper vault of ayre; 
We can nor loltfriends nor ſought foes recover, 
But meteor-like, ſave that we move not, hover, 
Onely the Calenture together draws 
Dear fruends, which meet dead in great fiſhes Maws, 
And on the hatches, as on Altars lies 
Each one, his own Prieſt, and own Sacrifice, 
Who live, that miracle do mulriplie 
Where walkers in hot Ovens do not die; 
If in deſpight of theſe, we ſwim, that hath 
No more refreſhing, than a Brimſtore baths 
Bur from the ſea into the ſhip we turn; 
Like parboy'ld wretehes, on the coals to burne. 
Like Bajazet encag'd, the Shepheards ſcoffe , 
Orlike ſlack finew'd Sampſen, his hair off, 
Languiſh otr ſhips. Now asa Miriade | 
Of Ants durſt ch'Emperors lov'd Snake invade 
The crawling Gallies, Sea-goales, finny chips, 
Might brave with Y;nice's, our bed-rid ſhips: 
Whether a rotten ſtate, and hope of gain, 
Or, to diſuſe me from the queaſte pain 
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Of being belov'd, and loving : or the thirſt 
Of honour, or fair death, out-puſht me firſt, 
I loſe my end : for here as well as 1 

A deſperate may live, and coward die. 

Stag, dog, and all which from, or towards flies, 
Is paid with life, or prey, or doing dies: 

Fate grudges us all, and doth ſubtly lay 

A ſcourge, 'g4inſt which we all forgot to pray. 
He thatac ſea prayes for more wind, as well 
Under the poles may beg cold, heat in hell. 
What are we then ? How little more, alas, 

Is man now, then, before he was, he was ? 
Nothing for us, we are for nothing hit ; 
Chance, or our ſelves ſtill diſproportion it ; 
We hve no power, no will, noſenſe, I lie, 
1 ſhould not then thus feel this miſery. 


p—  —— — — 


To Sir Henry Wootton, 
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Q!: more than kiſſes, letters mingle Souls, 

For, thus friends abſent ſpeak. This eaſe controuls 
The tediouſneſs of ny life : but for theſe 

I could invent. nothing at all co pleaſe, 

But I ſhould wither in one day, and paſs 

Toa Lock of hay, that am a Bottle of graſs. 

Life is a voyage, and in our lives wayes 

Countryes, Courts, Towns are Rocks or Remoraes , 
They break or ſtop all ſhips, yet our ſtate's ſuch 
That (though then pitch they ſtain worſe) we muii touch, 
If in the furnace of the even line, 

Or under th'adverſe icy pole thou pine, 

Thou know'ſt two temperate Regions girded in, 


Dwell there : but 6h, what refuge canſt thou win | 
5 | Parchd 
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Parch'din the Court, and inthe Country frozen ? 


Shall Cities built of both extremes be choſen > 
Can dung or garlike bea perfume ? Or can 

A Scorpion, or Torpedo cure a man? 

Ciries are work of all three; of all three ? 

(O knotry riddle) each is worſt equally. 

Cities are Sepulchres ; they who dwell there 
Are carcaſes, as if none ſuch there were. 

And Courts are Theatres, where ſome men play 
Princes, ſome ſlaves, and allend in one day. 
The Country isa deſert, where no good 
Gain'd, as habits, not born, is underſtood. 


There men become beaſts, and prone to all eyils, 


In < ities blocks, and ina lewd Court, devils. 
As, inthe firſt Chaos, confuſedly 

Each Elements qualities were in th'other three : 
So pride, luſt, covetize, being ſeverall 

To theſe three places, yet all are in all, 

And mingled thus, their iſſue is inceſtuous, 
Falſhood is denizond. Virtue is barbarous, 

Let no manſay there, Virtues flinty wall 

Shall lock vice in me, I'll donone, but know all. 
Men are ſpunges, which to powre out, receive : 
Who know falſe.play, rather than loſe, deceive, 
For in beſt underſtandings fin began, 

Angels ſfin'd firſt, then devils, and then man. 
Onely perchance beaſts fin not, wretched we 
Are beaſts inall, but white integritie, 

I think if men, which in theſe places live, 


Durſt look in themſelves, and themſelves rewive, 


14 


They would like ſtrangers greet themſelves, feeing than 


Utopian youth, grown old Italian, 


Be then thine own home, and in thy ſel! dwell , 


Inn any where , continuance maketh he!!, 
| L 2 
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And 
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And ſeing the ſnail, which every where doth rome; 
Carrying his own houſe |t1!l, all is at home ; 

Follow, ( for hes eaſic p:c'd) this ſnl, 

Re thine own Palace, or the world's thy gail, 

And inthe worlds ſea do not like cork ſleep 

Uponthe waters face, nor in the deep 

Sink like a lead without a line : butas 

Fiſhes glide, leaving no print-where they p3ſs, 

Nor making ſound : ſo, cloſely thy coarſe goe; 

Let men diſpute, whether thou breath, or no : 

Only in this be no Galeniſt, To make 

Courts hot ambitions wholeſome, do not take 

A dram of Countries dulneſle , do not add 
Corre&ives, but as chymiques, purge the bad. 

Bur, Sir, Iadviſe not you, 1 rather do 

Say o'r thoſeleſſons, which 1 leaxn'd of yop : 

W hom, free from Germanies Schiſmes, and lightneſſe 
Of Frauce, and fair /talzesfrithleſneſs, 

Havins from theſe ſuck'd all chey had of worth, 

And brought home thar faith which you carried forth, 
i throughly love ; Bur if my ſelf have won Hh? 
To know my rules, Ihave, and you have DONNE. 


— 


To Sir Henry Goodyere, 
\ X F Ho makes the [zſt, a pattern for next year, 


Turns no new leaf, bur ſtill the ſ:me things reads, 
Seen things he ſeesagain, heard things doth hear, 
| And makes his life bur like a pair of beads. | 


OGG ooo 


A P:l:ce when *cis that, which it ſhould be, 

Leaves growing and ſtands ſuch, or elfedecayes : 
But be which dwells there is not ſo; for be * © 
': 'Srrivez to vrge upward, and bigfortyne raif-, 
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So had your body'her morning, hath her noon, 
And ſhall nor better , her next change is night : 

But her fair larger gueſt, ro whom Sun and Moon 
Are ſparks, and ſhort liv'd, claims another right, 


The noble Soul by age grows luſlier, 
Her appetite, and her digeſtion mend ; 

We muſt not ſterve, nor hope ro pamper her 
With womans milk, and pappe, untotke end. 


Provide you manlier diet, You have ſeen 

All Libraries, which are Schools, Camps, and Courts; 
But ask your Garners if you have not been 

In harvelt, too indulgent to your ſports. 


Would you redeem it ? Then your ſelf tranſplant 

A while from hence. Perchance outlandiſh ground 
Bears no more wit, than ours, but yer more ſcant 

Are thoſe diverſions there, which here abound. 


To be a ſtranger hath that benefir, 
We can beginnings, but not habits choak., 
Goe, whither > Hence. You get, if you forget, 
New faults cill chey preſcribe to us are ſmoak, 


Our ſoul, whoſe Country's Heaven, and God her father, 
Into this world, corruptions fink, is ſent ; 

Yet ſo much in her travail ſhe doth gather, 
That ſhe returns home wiſer than ſhe went , 


It payes you well, if it teach you to ſpare 
And make you aſham'd, to make your hawks praiſe 
Which when her ſelf ſhe leſſens in the air, (yours, 
Youthen firſt ſay, that high enough ſhe coures. 
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However keep the lively taſte you hold 
Of God, love him now, but fear him more, 
And in your afternoons think what you told 
And promifſ'd him at morning prayer before. 


Let falſhood like a diſcord anger you, 
Elſe be not froward. But why do I touch 
Things, of which none is in your praQice new, 
And Fables and fruit-trenchers teach as much, 


But thus I make you keep your promiſe Sir, 
Riding T had you, though you till taid there, 

Andin theſe thoughts, although you never ſtir, 
Yon came with me to Micham, andare here. 


— 
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. To Mr, Rowland Woodward, 


Ike one who in her third widowhood doth profeſs 
Her ſelfa Nun, tyed to retiredneſs, 
So'affets my Muſe, now, a chaſt fallownels. 


Since ſhe to few, yet to too many*hath ſhown, 
How Love-ſongweeds, and Satyrique thorns are grown 
Where ſeeds of better Arts, were early ſown ? 


Though to uſe, and love Poetry, to me, 
Betroth'd to no'one Art, be no Adultery ; 
Omiſſions of good, ill, as ill deeds be. 


For though to us it ſeem but light and thin, 
Yetin thoſe faithful ſcales, where God throws in 


Mens works, vanity weighs as much as fin, 
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four ſouls have ſtain'd their firſt white, yet we 
av cloath them weth faith, and dear honeſty, 
yhich God impures as native purity, 


hereis no Virtue but Religion : 
iſe, valiant, ſober, juſt,are names, which none 
ant, which want not Vice-couering difcretion 


Seek we then our ſelves in our ſelves , for as 
Men orce the Sun wich much more forceto pals, 
By .thering bis beams with a Chryſtal glaſs , 


D) 


bo we (1f we into ovr ſelyes will turn, 
Blowing our ſpark of vertue) may our-burn 
be ſtraw which doth abour our hearts ſojourn, 


You know, Phyſitians, when they would infuſe 
Into anyoyl che ſouls of fi imples, uſe 
Places, where they may lie itill warm, to chuſe. 


$0 works retiredneſs in us ; To rome 
Giddily, and be every where, but at home, 
Such freedom doth a baniſhment become. 


Wearebut farmers of our ſelves, yet may, 
Ifwe can ſtock our ſelves, and thrive , uplay 
Much, much good treaſure for the great rent day, 


Manure thy ſelf then, to thy ſelf be'improv'd, 


And with vain outward things be no more mov' 'd. 


But to know that love thee, and would be lov d. 


LE 
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To Sir Henry Wootton, 


fe's no more new, then virtue, 1 may as well 


Tell C alis,, or Saint Michaels Mount, as tell 
Thar vice doth here habitually dwell, 


Yet, asto get ſtomachs, we walk up and down, 
And toylto ſweerten reſt , ſo, may God frown, 
If but to loath both, 1 hannt Court, and Town, 


For, here, no one is from th'extremitie 
Of vice, by any other reaſon free, 


But thatthe next to him, ſtill, is worſe then he, 


In this worlds warfare, they whom rugged Fate, 
(Gods Commiſſary) doth fo thronghly hate, 


As inthe Courts Squadron to marſhall their ſlate : 


If they ſtand arm'd with filly boneſty, 
With wiſhing, prayers, and neat integritie, 
Like Indians *gainſt Spaniſh hoſts they be, 


Suſpicious boldneſs to this place belongs, 
And to have as many ears as all have tongues ; 
 Tenderto know, tough to acknowledge wrongs, 


Believe me Sir, in my youths giddieſt dayes, 
When to be like the Court was a players praiſe, 


Playes were not ſo like Courts, as Courts like Playes. 


Then let us at theſe mimique antiques jeaſt, 
Whoſe deep:ſt projects are egregeous gueſts, 
And but dull Morals at a g:me at Cheſts, 
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Pat *i5 an incongruitie to ſmile | 
herefore I end, and bid farewela while ; 
{t Court, though from Court, were the better ſtile, 


| —— _ 


To the Counteſs of Bedford, 
MaD A Ms 
Eaſon is our Souls left hand, Faith her right, 
Rs, theſe we reach divinity, that's you 
Their loves who have the bleſſing of your light, 
Grew from their reaſon, mine from fair faith grew. 


But as alchough a ſquint left-handedneſs 
Be'ungratious, yet we cannot want that hand: 
$0 would 1, (not to encreaſe, but to expreſs 
My faith ) as I believe, ſo underſtand. 


Therefore I ſtudy you firſt in your Saints, 
Thoſe friends whom your eleRion glortfiesz 
Then in your deeds, accefles and w. 
And what you read, and what your ſelf deviſe. 


But ſoon, the reaſons why yow are lov'd by all, 
Grow infinite, and ſo paſs reaſons reach, 

|Then back again to implicite faith I fall, : 
And reſt on what the Catholique voice doth teach ; 


That you are good : and not one Heretique 
Denies1t; if hedid, yet youare ſo. 

For rocks which high do ſeem, deep-rooted ſtick, 
Waves waſh, not undermine, nor overthrow. 


in cyery thing there naturally grows 
A Ba/ſcrum to keep it freſh and new, 
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If *twere not injur'd by extrinſique blows . 
Your birth and beauty are rhis Balm in you, 


But, you of Learning and Religion, 

And virtue, 'and ſuch ingredients, have made 
A Mithridate, whoſe operation 

Keexs off or cures, what can be done or faid, 


Yet. this is not your phyſick, but your food, 

A diet fit for you; for youare here 

The firſt good Angel, fince the worlds frame ſtood, 
That ever did in womans ſhape appear. 


Since you are they Gods Maſter-piece, and ſo 
His FaRor for our loves , do as you do, 
Make your return home gracious ; and beſtow 
This life on that ; {60 make one life of two, 
For ſo God help me, 3 would not miſs = there 


For allthe good which you cando me here. 


> —=— ”—_ 


 Tothe Counteſs of Bedford, 
. Maran, 
Ou have refin'd me, and to worthieſt things 
Virtue, Art, Beauty, Fortune, -now I ſee 
Rareneſs, or uſe, not nature value brings ; 
And ſuch, as they are circamſtanc'd, they bee. 
Two ils can ne'r perplex us, ſin t'excuſe, 
But of two good things we may leave or chuſe. 


Therefore at Court, which is not virtues clime, 
Where atranſcndent height (as, lowneſs me) 
Makes her not ſee, or not ſhow: all my rime 
Your virtues challenge, which there rareſt be ; 


- 


Letters. 


For, as dark texts need notes fome : there muſt be 
To uſher virtue, and ſay, T hzs 2x he, 


{in the Country'is beanty. To this place 

ou are the ſeaſon, (Madam) you the day, 

[is but a grave of ſpices til] mu face- 

Exhale them, and a thick cloſe bud diſplay. 
Widow'd and recluſde)ſe her ſweets ſh'enſhrines 
As China, when the Sunat Braſi/dines, 


Out from your Chariot, morning breaks at night, 
\nd falſifies both computations ſo ; 

Ince a new world doth riſe here froqr your light, 

We your new creatures by new reck'nings g0. 

This ſhews that you from nature loathly ſtray, 
That ſuffer not an Artificial day. 


n this you have made the Court the Antipodes, 
\nd wilfd your Delegate, the vulgar Sun, 
Io do prophane Autymnal offices, 
V hiſt here to you, we facriftcers run, 
And whether Prieſts, -or Organs, you we obey, 
We ſound your influence, and your DiRates fay. 


'etto that Deitie which dwels in you, 

our virtuous Soul, I now not ſacrifice 

heſe are Petitions, and not Hymns, they ſue 

But that I may ſuryey the edifice. 

In all Religions as much care hath bin | 
Of Temples frames, and beauty, 'as Rites within, 


all which goe to Rome do not thereby, 
lteem Religions, and hold faſt the beſt, 
ut ſerve diſcourſe, and curioſity, 

ich that which doth Religion butinveſt, 
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And ſhun theent-ngling labyrinths of Schools; 
And make it wit, to think the wiſer fools : 


So in this pilgrimage I would behold 

You as You are Virtues Temple, not as ſhe; 7 

What Wals of tender cryſtal her enfold, 

What eyes, hands, boſome, her pure Altars be; 
And after this ſurvey, oppoſe to all 

Builders of Chappels, you rh'Eſcurial, 


Yet not as conſecrate, but meerly 'as fair'; 
On theſe I caſt a lay and Countrey eye; 
Of paſt and future ſtories, which are rare, 
I find you all record, nd propheſie. 
Purge but the book of Fate that it admit 
No fad nor puilty legends, you are ir. 


Tf good and lovely were not one, of both 

You were the Tranſcript, and Original, 

The Elements, the Parents, and the growth, 

Andevery piece of you, is worth their All, 
So'intireare all your deeds, and you, that you 
Muſt do the ſame things ill ; you cannot two: 


But theſe (as niceſt School divinity 

Serves hereſie to furder or reprel:) 

Taſte of Poetique rage, or flatterie, 

And need nor, where all hearts one trath profeſs ; | 
Ofc from new proofs, and new phraſe, new doubts grom, 


. : 'L 
As ſtrange attire aliens the men we know, 


Leaving then buſie praiſe, end all appeal, 

To higher Courts, ſenſes decree is true. 

The Mine, the Magazine, the Common-weal, 
The ſtory of beauty', in Twicknam is, and you, 


wi 
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In Paradiſe, would ſeek the Cherubin, 


Ig 9 
Who hath ſeen one, would both , As, who hath bin 


DO — 


To Sir Edward Herbert, fnce Lord Herbert of Cherbury, 


being at the Siege of Julyers. 


An ia lump, whereall beaſts kneaded bee, 
Wiſdome makes himan Ark where all agree , 
ſhe fool; in whom theſe beafts do live at jarre, 
s ſport to others, and a Theater, 
or ſcapes he ſo, but is himſelf their prey ; 
| which was man in him, is eat away, 
ind now his beaſts on one another feed, 
Yet couple in anger, and new monſters breed 
ow happy 's he, which hath due place aſlign'd 
[o'his beaſts ; and diſaforeſted his minde ? 
mpal'd himſelf to keep them our, not in, 


inuſe his horſe, Goat, Wolf, and every beaſt, 

\nd is not Aſſe himſelf to all che reſt. 

ſe, man not only is the heard of ſwine, 

But he's thoſe devils too, which did incline 

hem to headlong-rage, and made them worſe : 

or man can add weight to heavens heavieſt curſe, 

\s Souls (they ſay) by our firſt rouch, takein 

The poyſonous tinure of Original ſin, 

jo, to the puniſhments which God doth fling, 
Our apprehenſion contributes the ſting, 

"Wous, as to his chickens he doth caſt 

emlock, and we as men, his hemlock taſt2 

e do infuſe to what he meant for meart, 

orroſtveneſs, or intenſe cold or hear. 


or, God no ſuch ſpecifique poyſon hath 
$ kils, men know not how , his fiercelt wrath 


an ſow, and dares truſt corn, where they have bin; 


Hith 
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Hath no antipathy, but may be good 
Atleaſt for phyſick, if not-tor our food- 
Thus man, that might be his pleaſure, is his rod, 
And is his devil, that might be his God. 

Sifice then our buſineſs is to reRifie 

Nature, to what ſhe was, we're led awrie 

By them, who man to us in little ſhow; . 
Greater than due, no form we can beſtow 

On him, for man into himſelf can draw 

All ; All his faith can ſwallow,'or reaſon chaw, 

All that is fill*d, and all that which doth fill 
All the round world, to man is but a pill, 

In all it worksnor, bur it is in all 
Poyſonous, or Purgative, or cordiall. 

For, Knowledge kindles Calentures in ſome, 

Andisto others icy Opium. 

As brave as true, is that profeſſion than 

Which you do uſe to make ; that you know man. 

This makes it credible, you have dwelt upon 

All worthy books ; and now are ſuch in one. 

Acions are Authors, and of thoſe in you 

Your friends find every day a mart of new. 


_ — 


Tothe Counteſs of Bedford, 


—  - 


'Have written then when you writ; ſeem'd to me 
Worſt of ſpiritual vices, Simony : 
And not thave written then, ſeems little leſs 
Than wort of civil vices, thankelſneſs. 
In this, my debt ſeem'd loth to confeſs, 
In that, I ſeem'd to ſhun beholdingneſs : 
But 'tis not ſo, NVorhing as Iam, may _ 
Paya!l they have, and yet have all to pay. Ke 
uc 
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cuch borrow in their payments, and owe more 

By having leave to write ſo, than before, 

Yet ſince rich mines in barren grounds afe ſhown, 

May not 1 yield, not gold, bur coal or ſtone ? 

Temples were'rot demoliſh'd, though prophane : 

Here Peter, Joves , there Paul hath Uina's Fane, 

So whether my hymns you admit or chule, 

In me you have *hallowed a Pagan Muſe, 

And denizen'd a firanger, who miſ-taught 

By blamers of the times they mar'd, hath ſought 

Virtues in corners, which now bravely doe 

Shine in the worlds belt part, or all 1t, you. 

| have been told, that vertue in Courtiers hearts, 

ESuffer an Oftraciſm, and departs, 

Profit, eaſe, fitnels, plenty, bid it go, 

K But whither, only knowing you, I know ; 

You, or you vertue, two vaſt uſes ſerves, 

it ranſoms ohe ſex, and one Court preſerves ; 

Theres nothing but your worth, which being true, 

Is known to any other, not v0 you : 

And you c:n neyer know it ; To admit 

No knowledg of your worth, is ſome oft. 

Bur ſince to you, your praiſes diſcords be, 

Stoop others ills to meditate with me. 

Oh to confeſs we know not what we ſhould, 

Is half excuſe, we know not what we would, 

Lightneſs depreſſeth us, emptineſs fills, 

We ſwear and faint, yer ſtill go downhehvlls , 

As new Phyloſophy arreſts the Sun, 

And bids the paſliye earth about it ran, 

So we have dull'd our mind, it hath no ends , 

Only the body's buſie. and pretends. 

As dead low earth ecclipſes and controuls 

The quick high Moon: ſo doth the body, Souls, 
| - M 
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In none but us, are ſuch mixt engines found, 

As hands of double office : For, the ground 

We till with them, and them to heaven weraiſe, 
Who prayer-leſs labours, or, without theſe prayes, 
Doth but one half, that's none ; He which ſaid, Plough 
And look zot back, tolook up doth allow, 

Good ſeed depenerates, and oft obeys 

The ſoyles diſeaſe, and into cockle {trayes. 

Let but the mindes thoughts be but tranſplanted ſo, 
Into the body, and baſtardly they grow. 

What hate could hurt our bodies like our love ? 
We, butno forrain tyrants, could remove 

Theſe not ingrav'd, but inborn dignities 

Caskets of ſouls; Temples and Palaces. 

For, bodies ſhall from death redeemed be, 

Souls but preſerv'd, born naturally free , 

As mento' our priſons now, ſouls to us are ſent, 
Which learn vice there,and come in innocent, 

Firſt ſeeds of every creature are in us, 

What ere the world hath bad, or precious, 

Mans body can produce, hence hath it been 

That ſtones, worms, frogs and ſnakes in man are ſeen , 
But who e'r ſaw, though nature can work ſo, 

That pearl; or gold, or corn in man did grow ? 
We have added to the world Virginia, and ſent 
Two new ſtars lately to the firmament; 

Why grudfie weus (not heaven) the dignity 

T' increaſe with ors thoſe fair ſouls company ? 
ButI muſt end this letter, though it do 

Stand on two truths, neicher is true to you. 

Vertue hath ſome perverſneſs, for ſhe will 
Neither believe her good, nor others ill, 

Even in you, vertues beſt paradiſe, 

Vertue hath ſome, but wiſe degrees of vice. 


0 
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00 many vertues, or too much of one 

Begets in you unjult ſuſpition. 

nd ignorance of vice makes vertue leſs, 
Wenching compaſſion of our wretchedneſs, 

ur cheſe are riddles: fog aſperſion 

Of vice becomes well ſome complexion, 
rares-men purge vice with vice, and may corrode 
he bad with bad, a ſpider with a.toad. 

or ſo, ill thralls not them, but they tame i!l, 

\nd make her do much good againſt her will, 
ut in yoyr Common-wealth, or world in you, 
ice hath no office, or good work to do. 

ake then no vicious purge, but be content 

ith cordial vertue, your known nouriſhment, 


To the Counteſs of Bedford 
On NeW-years day. 


His twiſigt of two years, not paſt nor next, 
Some emblem is of me, or I ofthis, 

ho (Meteor-like, of ituff and form perplext, 
Whoſe what and where, in diſputation is, ) 

If I ſhould call me ay thing ould miſs- 


ſumme the years, and me, and finde me not 
Debtor to thy old, nor Creditor to th* new, 
That cannor ſay, My thanks I have forgor, 
Nor truſt I this with hopes, and yet ſcarce true. 
This bravery is ſince theſe times ſhew'd me you. 


nrecompence I would ſhew future times 


M2 


What you were, and teach them ro urge towards ſuch, 
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| Verſe embalms vertue ; and Tombs or Thrones of rimes, 
| Preſerve frail tranſitory fame, as much 
; As ſpice doth bodies from corrupt airs touch. 


Mine are ſhort-liy'd ; the tincture of your name 
Creates in them, bur diſſipares as faſt, 

New ſpirits; for, {trong agents with the ſame 
Force that doth warm and cheriſh us, do waſt , 
Kept hot with ſtrong extracts, no bodies laſt. 


So, my verſe built of your juſt praiſe, might wane 
Reaſon and likelihood , the firmelt Baſe, 
And made of miracle, now faith is ſcant, 
Will vaniſh ſoon, and ſo poſſeſs no place, | 
And you, and it, too much grace might diſgrace, 


& 


When all (zs truth commands aſſent) conteſs 


All truth of you, yerthey will doubt bowT 
(One corn of one low Ant-hills duſt, and leſs,) 
l Should name, know or expreſs a thing fo high, A 


And (not an inch) meaſure infinite, 


I cannot tell them, nor my ſelf, nor you, 


But leave, leſt truth b' endanger'd by my praiſe, F 
And turn to God, who knows 1 think this true, 
| And uſeth oft, when ſuch a heart miſ-ſaies, H 


To make it good, for ſuch a prailer praies, 


He wi:l beſt teach you, how you ſhould lay out 
Bis ſtock of bealty, learning, favonr, blood ; 
He will perplex ſecurity with doubr, 
And clear thoſe doubts; hide from you,& ſhew you 900d, 
l And ſo increaſe your appetite and food. 


He 
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He will reach you, that good and bad have not 
One latitude in cloylters, and in Court, 

Indifferent there the greatelt ſpace hath got, 
come pity is not good there, ſome vain dilport, 
On thisſide, fin, with chat place may comporr. 


Yet he-+5.he bounds ſeas, will fix your hours, - 
Which pleaſure, and delight may not ingreſs, 

And though whar none elle loſt, be rrulielt yours, 
He will make you, what you did nor, poſlefs, 
By uſing ochers, not vice, buc weaknels. 


He will make you ſpeak trucks, and credibly, 
And make you doubt that others do not lo : 

He will provide you keys, and locks, to ſpy, 
And ſcape ſpies, to good ends, and he will ſhow 
What you will not acknowledg, what not know. 


For your own Conſcience, he gives innocence, 
Bur for your fame, a diſcreet warinels, 

And (chough to ſcape, then to' revenge offence 
Be better, he ſhews both, and to repreſs 
Foy, when your ſtate ſwels /adze/s, when tis leſs. 


From need of teares he will defend your ſoul, 
Or make a rebaptizing of one tear , 

He cannot (char's he will not) difcinroul 

Your name, and when with aCtive joy we hear 

This private Goſpel, then 'cis our New Year, 
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To the Connteſs of Huntingdon, 


MADAM, 
Mg ro God's Image ; Eve, to man was made, 
Nor finde we that God breath'd a ſoul in her, 
Canons will not, Church fanRions you invade, 
Nor laws to civil office you prefer. 


Who vagrant tranſitory Comets ſees, 
| Wonders becauſe they arerare , But a new ſtar 
Whoſe motion with the firmament agrees, 
Is miracle ; for, there, no new things are. 


In women ſo perchance mild innocence 
A ſeldom comet is, but aRive good 

A miracle, which reaſon ſcapes, and ſenſe , 
For, Artand Nature this in them withſtood. 


As ſuch a ſtar, the X/ap; led to view 

The manger-cradled infant, God below. 
By vertues beams (by fame deriv'd from you) 
 Mayapt ſouls, and the worſt may yertue know. 


If the world's age, and death be argued well 

 Bythe Suns fall, which now towards earth doth bend, 

Then we might fear that vertue, ſince ſhe fel] | 
So low as yroman, ſhould be near her end, 


But ſhe's not ſtaop'd, butrais'd , exil'd by men 

. She fled to heaven, that's heavenly things, that's you, 

She was 1n all men thinly ſcatrer'd then, | 

- But now a maſs contracted in a few, * 
| & che 
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She guilded us, but you are gold , and She 
Informed us, but tranſubſtantiates you : 
Soft diſpoſitions which duRtile be, 
Elixar-like, ſhe makes not clean, but new : 


Though you a wifes and mothers name retain, 
'Tis not as woman, for all arenot fo, 
But vertue, having made you vertue, 'is fain 
T' adhere intheſe names, her and you to ſhow, 


Elſe, being alike pure, we ſhould neither ſee, 
As, water being into air rarif'd, 

Neither appear, till in one cloud they be 
So, for our ſakes, you do low names abide ; 


Taught by great conſtellations, (which being fram'd 


Ofthe moſt ſtars, rake low names, Crab, and Bk, 


When ſingle planets by the gods are nam'd) 
Youcovet not great names, of great things full, 


S you, as woman, one doth comprehend 
And in the yale of kindred others ſee ; 

To ſome you are reveal'd, as ina friend, 
And asa yertuous Prince far off, to me. 


To whom, becauſe from you all vertues flow, 
And'tis not none, to dare contemplate you, 

I, which do fo, as your true ſubje& owe | 
Some tribute for that, ſo theſe lines are due. 


If you can think theſe flatteries, they are, 
For then your judgment is below my praiſe, 

It they were ſo, off, flatteries work as far, . 
As Counſels, and as far gh' ſO raiſe. 
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So my ill reaching you might there grow good, 
Bnt I remai:; x poiſoned fountain ſtill, 

And not your beauty, vertue, knowledg, blood, 
Are more above all flattery, than my will, 


And if T flatter any, 'tis not you 

But my own judgment, who did long ago 
Pronounce, that all theſe praiſes ſhould be true, 

And yertue ſhould your beauty andbirth outgrow. 


Now that my propheſfies are all fulfill'd, 
Rather than God ſhould not be honour'd too, 
Andall theſe gifts confeſſ'd, which he inſtill'd, 
Your ſelf were bound to ſay that which I doe. 


So I, but your Recorder am in this, 
Or mouth, and Speaker of the univerſe, 
A miniſterial Notary, for 'tis 
Not 1, bur you and fame, that make this verſe. 


T was your Prophet in your younger dayes, 
And now your Chaplain, God in you to praiſe, 


——_—_— — 


\—_ 


To 1.1. W. 


- 


A LL hail ſweet Poet, and full of more ſtrong fire, 
1 hen hath or ſhall enkindle my dull ſpirit, 

[ lov'd what nature gave thee, but thy merir 

Of wit and artI love nor, but admire; 

Who have before or ſhall write after thee, 

Their works, though conghly laboured, will be 

Like infancy or 7ge to mans firm ſtay, 

Or eazly and late twilights to mid-day, 
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Men ſay, and truly, that they better be 
Which beenvy'd thin pitted : therefore T, 
Bec2uſe I wiſhthe belt, doche envy : 

O wouldt thou by like reaſon; pity me, 

Bur care not for me, I, that ever was 

in Natures, and in fortunes pitts, alas, 

(But for thy grace got in the Muſes School) 
A Monſter and a begger, am a fool, 


Oh how I grieve, that late born modeſty 
Hath got ſuch root in eaſie waxen hearts, 
That men may not themſelves their own good parts 
Extoll, without ſuſpe& of ——_— 
For, but thy ſelf, no ſubje& can be found 
Worthy thy quill, nor any quill reſound 
Thy worth but thine : how good it were to ſee 
A Poem inthy praiſe; and writ by thee ! 


Now if this ſong be too 'harſh for rime, yet,s 
The Painters bad god madea good devi], 
Twill be good proſe, although the'verfe be evill. 
If thou forger the rime as thou doſt paſs, 
Then write, that I may follow, and fo be 
Thy eccho, thy debtor, thy foyl, thy zanee. 
| ſhall be thought (if mine like thine I ſhape) 
Allthe worlds Lyon, though 1 be thy Ape. 


——_— ——_ 


To M4. T. W. 


Aſtthee harſh verſe, as faſt as thy lame meaſure 

Will give thee leave, to him , My pain and pleaſure 
I have given thee, and yet thou art too weak, 
Feet and a reaſoning ſoul, and tongue to ſpeak. 


—_ —— re INDE 
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Tell him, all queſtions, which men have defended 
Both of the place and pains of hell, are ended 
And'*cis decreed, our hell is but privation 
Ofhim, art leaſt in this earths habitation: 

And 'tis where Iam, where in every ſtreet 
InfeQions follow, overtake and meet. 

Live Ior die, by you my love is ſent, 

You are my pawns, or elſe my Teſtament. 


— ——_— _ —— . — OO— Tr mo od 
© — 


To 71, T.W. 


Regnant again with th old twins Hope and Fear, 


Oft have 1 ask't for thee, both how and where 
Thou wert, and what my hopes of letters were : 


Asin our ſtreets ſlie beggers narrowly 
Watch motions of the givers hand or eye, 
Andevermore conceive ſome hope thereby, 


And now thy Almsis given, thy letter 'is read, 
The body riſen again, the which was dead, 
And thy poor ſtarveling bountifully fed. 


After this banquet my ſoul doth ſay grace, 

And praiſe thee fort, and zealouſly embrace 

Thy love, though I think thy love in this caſe 
Tobe as gluttons, which ſay 'midſt their meat , 
They love that beſt of which they moſt do eat, 


TIncerti 
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T once from hence my lines and I depart, 
A: to my ſoft ſtill walks, they to my Heart ; 
Ito the Nurſe, they to the child of Arr. 


Yet as a firm houſe, though the Carpenter 
Periſh, doth ſtand : as an Embaſſadour 
Lies ſafe, how e'r his King be in danger, 


So, though T languiſh, preſt with Melancholy , 
My verſe, the ſtrict Map of my miſery, 
Shall live to ſee that, for whoſe want I dy. 


Therefore I envy them, anddo repent, 
That from unhappy me, things happy' are ſent; 
Yet asa Picture, or bare Sacrament, 
Accept theſe lines, and if in them there be 
Merit of love, beſtow that love on me. 


C———_—_ 


——— ” Wo 


To M.C.B. 


Hy friend, whom thy deſerts to thee enchain, 


Urg'd by this unexcuſable occaſion, 

Thee and the Saint of his affeRion 
Leaving behind, doth of both wants complain z 
And ler the love I bear to botkrſuſtain 

No blot nor maim by this diviſion, 

Strong is this love which ties our hearts in one, 
And ſtrong that love purſued with amorous pain; 
But though beſides my (elfI leave behind 


Heavens 
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Heavens liberal, and Earchs thrice fair Sun, 
Goins to where ſterv'd winter aye doth won, 
Yer, loves hot fires which martyr my ſad gyind, 
Do ſend forth ſcalding ſighs, which have the Arc 
To melt all Ice, but that which walls her heart, 


AE —— —_— 


To Mc S. $. 


'O Thou which to ſearch out the ſecret parts 

Of the India, or rather Paradiſe 

Of knowledg, haſt with courage and advice 
Lately launch'd into the vaſt Sea of Arts, 
Diſdain not in thy c6nſtant travelling 

To do asother' Voyagers, and make 

Some turns into leſs Creeks,-and wiſely take 
Freſh wateratthe Heliconian ſpring. 
I ſing nor, Siren like to tempt, forT |: 

Am harſh, nor as thoſe Schiſmariques with you, 

W hich draw all wits of good hope to their crew , 
But ſecing in you bright ſparks of Poetry, 
-I;though I brought-no fuel, had defire 

With theſe Articulate blaſts to blow the fire, 


—_— —— 
> =— _ 4 


To M.B-B. 


FF not thy ſacred hunger of ſcience 
Yet ſatisfy'd ? is not thy braines rich hive 
Fulfill'd with hony which thou doſt derive 
From the Arts ſpirits and their Quinteſſence 2 
Then wean thy ſelf at laſt, and thee withdraw 
From Cimbridg thy old nurſe, and,as the reſt, 


» 
A 
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Here roughly chew, and Rurdily digeſt 


hjmmenſe vaſt volutnes of our common Law, 
and begin ſoon, leſt my grief grieve thee too, 
Which is, that that which 1 ſhould have begun 
In my youths morning, now late muſt be done, 
And 1 as Giddy, Travellers muſt doe, 
Which ſtray or ſleep all day, and having loſt 
[Light ani ſtrength, dark and tir & muſt then ride pol, 


if thou unto thy Muſe be married, 
Embrace her ever, ever multiply, 
Be far trom me that ſirange Adultery 
To tempt thee, and procure her widowhood; 
{y nurſe, (for 1 had one) becauſe I'm cold, 
Divorc'd her ſelf, the cauſe being in me, 
ThatI can take no new in Bigamy, 
Not my will only, but power doth withhold, 
Hence comes it, that theſe Rimes which never had 
Mother, want matter, and they only have 
A little form, the which their Father gave ; 
They are prophane, impefe&, oh, too bad 
To be counted Children of Poetry 
Except confirm'd and Biſhoped by thee. 


—— 


—_w_— "> on 


To M. R.W. 


T* as mine is, thy life a ſlamber be, 

Seem, when thou read'ſt theſe lines,to drezm of me, 
Never did Morpheus nor his brother wear 

Shapes ſo like thoſe Shapes, whomthey would appear. 
Asthis my letter is like me, for it | 
Hath my name, words, hand, feer, heart, mind and wit, 
Itis my deed of gift of me to thee, 

It ismy Will, my ſelfche Legacie. 


F73 
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So thy retyringsI love, yea envie, 
Bred bn rs >. wiſe melancholy, 
That rejoyce, that unto where thou arr, 
Though I ſtay here, I can thus ſend my heart, 
As kindly as any enamored Patient 
His PiQture to his abſent Love hath ſent. 
All news I think ſooner reach thee chan me ; 
Havens are Heavens, and Ships wing'd Angels be, 
The which both Goſpel, and ſtern theatnings bring ; 
Guianaes harveſt is nipt in the ſpring, 
Ifear, and with us (me thinks) Fate deales ſo 
As with the Jews guide God did, he did ſhow 
Him the rich land, but barr'd his entry in: 
Our ſlowneſs is our puniſhment and ſin , 
Perchance, theſe Spaniſh buſineſſes being done , 
Which as the earth between the Moon and Sun 
Eclipſe the light which Guiana would give, 
Our diſcontinued hopes we ſhall retrive : 
But if (as All ch” All muſt) hopes ſmoak away, 

Is not Almighty Vertue an India ? 


If men be worlds, there is in every one 

Some thing to anſwer in ſome proportion 
Allthe worlds riches : and in good men, this 
Vertue, our forms form, and our ſouls ſoul is. 


To 7. LL. 


Of thatſhort Roll of friends writ in my heart 
Which with thy name begins, ſince their depart 
Whether in the Engliſh Provinces they be, 

Ordrink of Po, Sequan, or danubie, 


Theres 


Letters. 175 


here's none that ſometimes greets us not, and yet 
our Trent is Lethe*, that paſt, us you forget. 
ou do not duries of Societies, 
If from th' embrace ofa lov'd wife youriſe, 
iew your fat beaſts, ſtretch'd Barnes, andlabour'd fields, 
Fat, play, ride, take all joyes which all day yields, 
\ndchen again to your imbracements go : 
Some hours on us your friends, and ſome beſtow 
lpon your Muſe, elſe both we ſhall repent, 
| that my love, ſhe that her gifts on you are ſpent, 


— _ 


To M. 1. Þ. 


J Leſt are your North parts, for all this long time 
JMy Sun is with you, cold and dark is our Clime, 
eavens Sun, which ſtaid ſo long from us this year, 
Said inyour North (I think) for ſhe was there, 
\nd hither by kind Nature drawn from thence, 
cre rages, chafes and threatens peſtilence , 
etT, aslong as ſhe from hence doth ſtay, 
bink this no South, no Sommer, nor no day, 
ith thee my kind andunkind heartis run, 
here ſacrifice it to that beaureous Sun : 
0 may thy pattures with their flowery feaſts, 
ſuddenly as Lard, fat thy lean beafts ; 
50 may thy woods oft poll'd, yet ever wear 
green, and (when ſhe liſt) a golden hair , 
0 may all thy ſheep —_— Twins; and ſo 
nchaſe and race may thy horſe all out-go; 
0 may thy love and courage ne'r be cold ; 
by Son ne*r Ward ; thy loy'd wife ne'r ſeemold; 
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But maiſt thou wiſh great things, and them attain, 
As thou telÞſt her, and none bur her my pain. 


"Ru 


OO ———— —— 


To E. of D. with ſix holy Sonets. 


EE Sir, how as the Suns hot maſculine lame 
Begets ſtrange creatures on Niles durty ſlime, 
In me, your tacherly yet lulty Ryme 
(For, theſe ſongs are their fruits) have wrought the ſame, 
But though the ingendring force from whence they c2me 
Be ſtrong enough, and nature doth admit 
Seven to be born at once, I ſend as yet 
But 1x; they ſay, the ſeventh hath {till ome maim ; 
I chooſe your judgment which the ſame degree 
Doth with her ſiſter. your invention, hold, 
As fire theſe drofſie Rhymes to purike, 
Or as Elixar to change them to gold , 
You are that Alchymiſt which always had , 
Wit, whoſe one ſpark could make good things of bad. 


| — eo - CU CU AAA OI 
——— 
. 


* To Sir Henry Wotton, at his going Ambaſſadour 


to Venice. 


fo thoſe reverend papers, whole ſoul is 

Our good and great Kings lov'd hand and fear'd name, 
By which to you he derives much of his, 

And (how he may) makes you almoſtthe ſame, 


A Taper of his Torch, a copie writ 
From his Original, anda fair beam 
Of the ſame warm, and dazelling Sun, though ic 
Mult in another Sphere his vertue ſtream, 


(i 
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Afcer thoſe learned papers which your hand 
Hathtor'd with notesof uſe and pleaſure too, 
From which rich creaſury you may command 
Fit matter whether you will write or doe. 


*// 


Afrec thoſe loving papers which friends ſend 

With glad grief to your Sea-ward ſteps, farewell, 
Which thicken on you now, as prayers aſcend 

To heaven in troopes at a good mans paſling bel! ; 


Admit this honeſt paper, and allow 
Jt ſuch an audience as your ſelf would ask 
What you muſt ſay at Venice this means now, 
And hath for nature what you have for task. 


To ſwear much love, not to be chang'd before 
Honour alone will to your fortune fit , 

Nor ſhall then honour your fortune, more 
Than have done your noble-wanting-wit, 


But tis an eaſier load (though both oppreſs) 

To want, than govern greatneſs, for we are 
In that, our own and only buſineſs, 

In this we muſt for others vices care, 


'Tis therefore well your ſpirits now are plac'd 
In their laſt Furnace, in Activity, 


Which firs them (Schooles and Courts and wars 0'r-paſt) 
To touch and caſt in any beſt degree, 


'For me, (if there be ſucha thing as I) 
Fortune (if there be ſuch a thing as ſhe) 
Spies that I bear ſo well her tyranny, 
That ſhe thinks nothing elle ſo - for me, 


But 
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But tl:ough ſhe partus, tohear my ofc prayers 
For your increaſe, God is as ner me here, 

And to ſend you what I ſhall begg, his ſtairs 
Inlength and eaſe are alike every where. 


— 


To 1, MH. 


Ad paper ſtay, and grudge not here to burn 
With all thoſe ſons whom thy braindid create, 
Atleaſt lie hid with me, till chou return 
To rags again, which is thy native ſtate, 


What though thou have enough unworthineſs 
To come unto great place as others doe, 

That's much emboldneſs, pulls, thrufs, I confeſs, 
But*tis not all, thou ſhouldſt be wicked too. 


And, that thou canſt notlearn, or not of me, 
Yet thou wilt goe, Go, ſince thou goeſt to her 
Who lacks but faults to be a Prince, for ſhe, | 
Truth, whom they dare not pardon, dares prefer. 
( 


But when thou com'ſt to that perplexing eye 
Which equally claims /ove and r2veresce : 'W 

Thou wilt not long diſpure it, thou wilt die ; 
And having ltle'now, have then no ſenſe, 


Yet when her warm redeeming hand, which is | 

A miracle, and made ſuch to work more, » 
Doth touch thee (fapleſs leaf) thou grow'ſt by this 
Her creature , glorify'd more than before, ; 


the 
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hen as a mother which delights to hear 
Her early childe _—_— halfuttered words, 
Or, becauſe majeſty dorh never fear 


I!lor bold ſpeech, ſhe Audience affords. 


d then, cold ſpeechleſs wretch, thou dieſt again, 
And wiſely , what diſcourſe is left for thee ? 

rom ſpeech of ill, and her :hou mult abſtain, 
Andis thereany good which is not ſhee 2 


Yet maiſt thou praiſe her ſervants, though not her, 
And wit, and vertue, and honour her attend, | 

\nd fince they are but her cloatbs, thou ſhalt not erre, 

If thou her ſhipe and beauty, and grace commend, 


ho knows thy deſtiny 2 when thou haſt done, 
Perchance her Cabinet may harbour thee, 
Yhither all noble ambitious wits do run, 

A nelt almoſt as full ef good as ſhe. 


hen thou art there, if any, whom we know, 
Were fav'd before, and did that heaven partake, 
hen ſhe revolves his papers, mark what ſhow 

Of favour, ſhe, alone, to them doth make, 


ark if, to get them, ſhe orre-skip the reſt, 

Mark if ſhe read them twice, or kiſs the name . 
rk if ſhe do the ſime chat they proteſt , 

Mark if ſhe mark whicher her woman came.  ' 


ark if ſleight things be 'objeed, and o'reblown, 
Mark if her oaths againſt him be nor till 
eſerv'd, and that ſhe grieye ſhe's not her own, 
And chides the doRrine that denies Freewill. 

; N 2 


V—Dey IS een outs 


' Your radiation can all clouds ſubdue, 
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I bid thee not doe this to be my ſpie 
Nor to make my ſelf her familiar ; 
But ſo much 1 do love her choyce, that I 

Would fain love him that ſhall be lov'd of her, 


LD — 


To theCounteſs of Bedford. 


Onour is ſo ſublime perfection, 
And ſo refin'd; that when God was alone 
And creatureleſs at firſt, himfelf had none; 


But as of the elements, theſe which we tread, 
Produce all things with which we are joy'd or fed, 
And, thoſe are barren both above our head : 


So from low perſons doth all honour flow; 


Kings, whom they would haye honoured, to us ſhow, 


And but dire# our honour, not beſtow. 


For when from herbs the pure part muſt be won 
From grofs, by ſtilling, this is better done 
By deſpis'd dung, than by the fire or Sun ; 


Care not then Madam, *how low your praiſes ly , 
In labourers ballads oft-more piety 

God finds, than in Te.denms melody. 

And, Ordinance rais'don Towers, ſo many mile 
Send not their voyce, nor laft ſo long a while, 

As fires from thy earths low vaults in Sici/ Iſle. 
Should Ifay I liv'd darker then were true, 


But one, tis beſt light to contemplate you, 


You, for whoſe Body God made better clay, 
Or took Soules ſtuff, ſuch as ſhall late decay, 
Or ſuch as needs ſmall change at the laſt day. 


This, as an Amber drop enwraps a Bee, 
Coverings diſcover _ quick Soul, that we 
May in your through-ſhine front our hearts thoughts ſee. 


Youteach (though we learn not) a thing unknown 
To our late times, the uſe of ſpecular ſtone, 
Through which all things within without were ſhown, 


Offuch were Temples, ſo,and ſuch you are ; 
Being and ſeeming is your equal care; 
And vertwes whole ſumm is but Know and dare. 


Diſcretion is a wiſe mans Soul, and fo 
Religion is a Chriſtians, and you know 
How theſe are one, her yea, is not her no. 


But as our Souls of growth and Souls offenſe, 
Have birthright of our reaſons Soul, yer hence 
They fly not from that, nor ſeek precedence ; 


Natures firſt leſſon, ſo,diſcretion, | 
Muſt not grudge zeal a place, nor yet keep none, 
Not baniſh it ſelf, nor Religion. 


Nor may we hope to ſoder ſtill and knit 
Theſe two, and dare to break them; nor muſt wit 
be colleague to Religion, but be it. 


In thoſe poor types of God (round circles) ſo 
Religions types the peeceleſs centers flow, 
And are in all the lnes which alwayes go. 

| N ; 


If 
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Tf either ever wrought in you alone 
Or principilly, then Religion 
Wrought your ends, and your ways diſcretion, 


Go thither ſtill, go the ſame way you went, 
W ho ſo would change, doth covet or repent, 
Neither can reach you, great and innocenr, 


— — _ —_ 
CA ep, 


To the Connteſs of Hunting don, 


Hat unripe fide of earth, that hevy clime 

T hat gives us man up now, like Adams time 
Before he eat; mans ſhape, thac would yer be 
(Knew they not ir, and fear'd beiſts companie) 
So nakedat this day, as though man there 
From Paradiſe ſo great a diſtance were, 
As yet the news could notarrived be 
Of Adam's taſting the torbidden tree ; 
Depriv'd of chat tree ſtate which they were in, 
And wanting the reward, yet bear the (in. 

But, as fromexcreme heights who downward looks, 
Sees men at childrens ſhapes, Rivers at brooks, 
And loſeth younger formes, ſo, to youreye, 
Theſe (Madam) that without your diſtance lie, 
Muſt either miſt, or nothing ſeem to be, 
Whoareat home but wits mere Atoms. 
But, I who can behold chem move, and ſtay, 
Have found my ſelf to you, juſt their midway, 
And now muſt pity them : for,as they do 
Seem (ick ro me, juſt ſo muſt T ro you, 
Yet neither will I vex your eyes to ſee. 
A fishing Ode, nor croſs-arm'd Elegie., 
Tcome not to call pity from your hearr, 
Like ſome white-liver'd dotard tl:it would part 
Elle 
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Fiſe from his ſlippery ſoul with a faint groan, 
And faichfully, (without your ſmile) we:e gone. 
| cannot feel the tempelt of a frown! 

| may be rais'd by love, but-not thrown down, 

Though I can pity choſe ſigh twice a day, 

I hate that thing whiſpersit ſelf away, 

Yet ſince all love 1s fever;, who to trees 

Doth talk yer doth in loves cold ague freeze. 

Tis love, but with ſuch fatal weakneſs made, 

Thar it deſtroys it ſelf with irs own ſhade. 

Who firſt look'r ſad, griev'd, pin'd, and ſhew'd his pain, 

Was he that firſt eaught women, to diſdain, 

As all things were bur one nothing, dull and weak, 

Untill this raw diſordered heap did break, 

And ſeveral deſires led parts away, 

Water declin'd wich earth, che air did ſtay, 
Fireroſe, and each from other but unty'd, 
Themſelves unpriſon'd were and purify d : 

So was love, firſt in vaſt confuſion hid, 

Anunripe willingneſs which nothing did, 

A thirſt, an Appetite which had no eaſe, 

That found a want, but knew-not what would pleaſe. 

What pretty innocence in that day mov'd ? 

Man ignorantly walk'd by her he lov'd ;. 

Both {igh'd and enterchang'd a ſpeaking eye, 

Both trembled and were ſick, yet knew not why, 
That natural fearfulneſs that ſtruck man dumb , 
Might well (thoſe times conſidered) man become. 
Asalldiſcoverers whoſe firſt aſlay 
Findes but the place, after, the neareſt way 
50 paſſion is to womans love, about, | 

Nay, farther off, than when we firſt ſer ont. 

Itis not love that ſueth, or doth contend ; 

Love either conquers, or bur gets a friend. 


"Na 
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Man's better part conſiſts of purer fire, 

And findes it ſelfaſlowed, e*re it deſire. 

Love is wiſe here, keeps home, gives reaſon ſway, 
And journeys not till it finde ſummer-way. 

A weather-beaten Lover but once known, 

Is ſport for every girl to praGtiſe on. 

Who ſtrives through womans ſcorns, women to know, 
Is loſt, and ſeeks his ſhadow to outgo , 

It is meer ſickneſs after one diſdain, 

Though he be call'd oud, to look again. 

Let others ſin, and grieve ; one cunning ſleight 
Shall freez my Love to Cryſtal in a night. 

Ican love firſt, and (ifT win) love ſtill; 

And cannot be remoy'd, unleſs ſhe will. 

It is her fault, if [unſure remain, 

She only canuntie, I bind again, 

The honeſties of love with eaſe I do, 

But am no porter for a tedious woe. 

But (Madam) I now think on you; and here 
Where we areat our heights, you but appear, 
We are but clouds, you riſe from our noon-ray, 
But a foul ſhadow, not your break of day. 

You are at firſt hand all that's fair and right, 
And others good refleQs but back your light. 
You are aperteQneſs, ſo curious hit, 

That youngeſt Alatteries do ſcandal it , 

For, what is more doth what you are reſtrain, - 
And though beyond, is down the hill again, 

We have no next way to you, we croſs tot; 
You are the ſtraight line, thing prais'd, attribute, 
Each good in you's a light, ſo many a ſhade 
You make, and inthem are your motions made, 
Theſe are your piures to thelife, From far 

We ſee you move, and here your Zar?'s are : 
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50 that no fountain good there is, doth grow 
In you, but our dimm aQions faintly ſhow : 

Then finde 1, if mans nobleſt part be love, 

Your pureſt luſter muſt that ſhadow move. 

The ſoul with body, is a heaven combin'd 

With earth, and for manseale, nearer joyn'd. 
Where thoughts the ſtars of ſonl we underſtand, 
We gueſs not their large natures, but. command. 
Andlovein you, that bounty is of light, 

That gives to all and'yer hath infinite. 

Whole heat doth force us thither to intend, 

But ſoul we finde too'earthly to aſcend, 

'Till flow acceſs hath made wholly pure, 

Able immorral clearneſs to endure. 

Who dare aſpire this journey witha ſtin, 

Hath weight will force him headlong back again, 
No more can impure man retain and move 

In ch1t pure region of a worthy love : 

Then earthly ſubſtance can unforc'd aſpire, 
Andleave his nature to converſe with fire : 

Such may have eye, and hand; may ſigh, may ſpeak , 
But like ſwoln Bubbles' when they are higheſt they brake 
Though far remoy'd Northern Iſles ſcarce finde 
The Sun's ſweet comfort, yet ſomethink-him too kind, 
There is an equal diſtance from her eye, 

Men periſh too far off, and burn roo nigh. 

But as ayre takes the Sun-beams equal bright 

From the Raies firlt, ro his laſt oppoſite : 

So happy man, bleſt with a vertuous Love, 

Remote or near, or howſoe'r they move ; 

Their vertue breaks all clouds that might annoy, 
There is no Emprtineſs, but all is Joy. 

He much profanes (whom valiant heats do move) 
To ſtile his wandring rage of paſſion, Love, 


155 


Love 
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Love that imports in every thing delighe, 
Is fancied by the Soul, not appetite, 

Why love among the vertues is not known, 
Is, that love is them all contrat in one. 


—————. 


— 


A Dialogue between $ir Henry Wootton , and 
A4r. Donne. 


F her diſdain leaſt change in you can move, 
you do not love, 
For when that hope gives fuel to thefire, 
you ſell deſire, 
Love is not love, but given free 


And ſo is mine,fo ſhould yours be. 


Her heart that melts to hear of others moan, 
to mine is ſtone, 
Her eyes that weep a ſtrangers eyesto ſee, 
| Joy to wound me ; 
Yet Io well affeR each part, 
As (causd by them) I love my ſmart. 


Say her diſdainings juſtly muſt be grac't 
| with name of chaſt, 
And that ſhe frowns leſt longing ſhould exceed, 
and raging breed, 
So her difdaines can ne'r offend ; 
Unleſs ſelf-love take private end, 


'Tis love breeds love in me, and cold diſdain | 
kills that again, 
As water cauſeth fire to fret and fume, | 
tillall conſume. | 

n Who 
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Who can of loye more rich gift make, 
Then to Loves ſelf for loves own ſake 2 


PIl never dig in Quarry of an heart 
to have no parr, 


Nor roſt in fiery eyes, which alwaies are 
Canicular, 
Who this way would a Lover prove, 
May ſhew hus patience, not his love; 


A frown may be ſometimes for phyſick good, 
But not for food 
And for thatraging humour there is ſure 
A gentler Cure, 
Why bar you love of private end, 
Which never ſhould to publique tend ? 


——_—— I, 


To the Connteſs of Bedford 


Begun in France, but never perfefted, 


6mm I be dead and buried, yetT have 

| (Living in you) Court enough in my grave, 
As oft as there I think my ſelf to be, 

So many reſurreions waken me , 

That thankfulneſs your f-yours have begot 

In me, embalmes me, that Ido not rot, 

This ſeaſon as 'tis Eaſter, as *cis ſpring, 

Mult both ro growth and to confeſſion bring 

My thoughts v1ſpos'd unto your influence, fo 

Theſe verſes bud, ſo theſe confeſſions grow ; 

Firſt I confeſs] have to ot'.ers lent 

Your (teck, and over prodigally ſpent 


\ 
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Your.treaſure, for ſince I had never known 

Vertue and bc .uty, but as they are grown 

In you, Iſhould not think or ſay they ſhine, 

(Se asI have) in any other Mine, 

Nexc I confeſs this my confeſſion, 

For, 'cis ſome faulc thus much to touch upon 

Your praiſe to you, where half rights ſeem-too much 
And make your minds ſincere complexion bluſh. 
Next I confeſs my 'mpenitence, for I 

Can ſcarce repent my firſt fault, ſince thereby 
Remote low Spirits, which ſhall ne'r read you, 

May in leſs leſſons find enough to do, 

By ſtndying copies, not Originals, 

Deſunt cetera, 


— —_— ——— —— — a. 


—  — 


A Letter to the Lady Carey,and Mcis Eſſex Riche, 
from Ampens. | 


MADAM, 


Ere where by All, All Saints invoked are, 
'Twere two much ſchiſm to be ſingular, 
And *gainſt a praRtice general to war. 


Yet turning to SaniQts, ſhould my 'humility 
To other Sain& than you direRed be, 
That were to make my ſchiſm hereſie. 


Nor would I be a Convertite ſo cold, 
As not totell it, Tf thisbe too bold, 
Pardons are in this market cheaply ſold. 
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Where becauſe Faith isin too low degree, 
I thought it ſome Apoſtleſhip in me 
To ſpeak things which by faith alone I ſee. 


That is, of you who area firmament 
Of virtues, where no one is grown, or ſpent, 
They are your materials, not your ornament, 


Others whom we call vertuous, are not ſo 
In their whole ſubſtance, but, their vertues grow 
Butin their humours, andat ſeaſons ſhow. 


for when, throughtaſtleſs flat humidity 
In dowe-bak'd men ſome harmleſsneſs we ſee, 
Tis but his fegms that's Yertwors, and not Hee : 


So is the Blood ſometimes, Whoever ran 
To danger unimportun'd, he was than 
No better than a /ſanguine-Vertuous man, 


So cloyſteral men, who, inpretence of fear 
All contributions to this life forbear, 
Have Vertue in Jelancholy, and only there. 


Spiritual Cholerique Critiques which in all 
Religions finde faults, and forgive no fall, 
Have, through this zeal, Vertue bur in their Gall, 


We are thus but parcel guilt , ro Gold we aregrown 


When Vertue is our Souls complexion ; 
Who knows his Vertues name or place hath none. 
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Vertue's but aguiſh, when 'tis ſeveral, 


By occaſion wak*d, and circumſtantial, 1 
Trae vertue is Soxl, Alwaies in all deeds A1/. | 
This Vertue thinking to give dignity ! 
To your ſoul, found there no intirmity, ) 
For, your ſoul was as good Vertue as ſhe , | 


She therefore wrought upon that part of you 
Which.is ſcarce leis than ſoul, as ſhe could do, 
And fo hath made your beauty, Vertue too, 


Hence comes it, that your Beauty wounds not hearts 
Asothers, with prophane and ſenſual Darts, | 
{  DB\utasaninfluence, vertuous rhoughts imparts. 


But ifſuch friends by the honour of your ſight 
| Grow capable of this ſo great a light | 
As to partake your vertues, and their might : 


What mult I think that influence muſt do, 
Where it finds fympathy and mattertoo, 
Vertue, and beauty of the ſame ſtuffe, as you ? 


W hich 1s, your noble worthy ſiſter ; ſhe 
Of wbom, if what in this my Extaſie 
And revelation of you both I ſee, 


I ſhould write here, as in ſhort Galleries 
The Maſter at the end large glaſſes ties, 
£0 to preſent the room twice to Our eyes: 
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$0 I ſhould give this letter length, and ſay 
That which I faid of _ ; there is no way 
from either, bur to the other, not to ſtray, 


May therefore this be enough to teſtify 


My true devotion, free from flattery, 
He that beleeves himſelf, doth never lie. 


—— 


To the Connreſs of $ alubary. Anguſt. 1614. 


Air, great, and good, fince ſeeing you we ſee 
What heaven can doe, and what any Earth can be : 

Since now your beauty ſhines, now when the Sun 

Grown ſtale, is to ſo low a value run, 

That his disſhevel'd beams, and ſcattered fires 

Serve but for Ladies Periwigs and Tyres 

In Lovers Sonnets: you come tO repair 

Gods book of creatures, teaching what is fair. 

Since now, when all is withered, ſhrunk and dry'd, 

All vertues eb'd out to a dead lowtyde, 

All the worlds frame beingcrumbled into ſand, 

| Where every man thinks by himſelf to ſtand, 

Inteprity, friendſhip and confidence, 

(Ciments of greatneſs) being vapour'd hence, 

And narrow man being fill'd with little ſhares, 

Courts, City, Church, are all ſhops of ſmall-wares, 

All having blown to. ſparkes their noble hire, 

Anddrawn their ſound gold ingot, into wyre ; 

All trying by a love of lictleneſs 

To make abridgments and to draw toleſs, 

Even that nothing, which at firſt we were, _ 

Since in theſe times your greatneſs doth appear, 


- Towards him that'sinfinite, mult firſtbe great. 
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And that we learn by it, that man to get 


Since in an age ſo ill, as none is fit 

So much as to accuſe, much leſs mend it, 

(For who can judge, or witneſs of thoſe times, 
Where all alike are guilty of che crimes?) 
Where he thar would be good, is thought by all 

A monſter, or at beſt phantaſtical : 

Since now you durſt be good, and that I do 

Diſcern by daring to contemplate you, 

Thar there may be degrees of fair, great, good, 
Through your lights largeneſs, vertue underſtood : 

If in this ſacrifice of mine, be ſhown 

Any ſmall ſpark of theſe, callit your own: 

Andif things like theſe have been faid by me 

Of others, call not thar Idolatrie, 

For had God made man firſt and man had ſeen 

The third daies fruits and flowers, and various green, 
He might have ſaid the beſt that he could ſay 

Of thoſe fair creatures which were made that day : 
And when next day he had admir'd the birth 

OfSun, Moon, Stars, fairer than late-praigdearth, 
He might have ſaid the beſt that he could ſay, 

And not be chid for praiſing yeſterday : 

So though ſome things are not together true, 

As, that another is worthieſt, and, that you - 

Yer, to ſay ſo, doth not condemna man, 

If when he ſpoke them, they were both true than; 
How fair a proof of this in our ſoul grows, 

We firſt have ſouls of growth, and ſenſe; andthoſe 
When our laſt ſoul, our ſoul immortal came, 
Were ſwallow'd into it, and haye no name 

Nor doth he injure thoſe ſouls, which doth caſt 
The power and praiſc of both them onthe laſt ; 
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No more do I wrong any, if Iadore 

The ſame things now which I ader'd before, 

The ſubje& chang'd, and meaſurez the ſame thing 
In a low conRable, and in the King 

I reverence ; His power to work on'me; 

So did I humbly reverence each degree 

Of fair, great, good, but more, now I am come 


From having fourd their walks, to finde their howr, 


AndasI owe my firſt fouls thanks, that they 
For my laſt ſoul did fit and mould my clay, 
So am [ debtor unto them, whoſe worth 
Enabled me to profit, and take forth 

This new great leſlon, thus to ſtudy you ; 


Which none, not reading others, firſt, could do; -- ,; ;- 


Nor lack T light to read this book, though 1 

In a dark Cave, yea in a Grave doe lie , 

For as your fellow Angels, ſo youdog 

Illuſtrate them who come to ſtudy you, 

The firſt whom we in Hiſtories do find 

To have profeſt all Arts, was one born blind : 

He lackt thoſe eyes beaſts have as well as we, 

Not thoſe, by which Angels are ſeen and ſee; 
So, though I'am born withour thoſe eyes to live, 
Which Fortune, who hath none her ſelf,doth give, 
Which are fit meansto fee bright courts and you, 
Yet maylI ſee youthus, as nowLdoe, 

I ſhall by that all: goodneſs have diſcern'd, 

And though I burn my Library, be leatn'd, 
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To theConmeſs of Bedſura- 


TJ that are ſhe, and you that's double ſhe ; 
4. In her dead face, half of your {elfſhall fee ; 
O 


She 


+ 
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She wis the other part, for ſo they dg / 
Which build chem friendſhips, become one of the two : ' 
So two, that but themſelves no third can fit ; 
Which were tobe ſo, when they were not yet. 
Twins, though their birth Cuſco, and A7#ſco take, 
As divers ſtars one Conſtellation make, 

Pair'd like two eyes, have equal motion, ſo 

Both but one means to ſee, one way to go , 

Had you dy'd firſt, a carcaſs ſhe had been, 

And we your rich Tombin her face had ſeen . 

She like the ſoul is gone, and you here ſtay, 

Not a live friend, but thy other halfof clay, 

And fince you aR that part, As men ſay, here 

Lies ſuch a Prince, when but one part is there; 
And do all honour anddevotion due 

Unto the whole, ſo we all reverence you , 

For ſuch a friendſhip, who would not adore 

In you, who are all what both were before, 

Not allas if ſome periſhed by this, 

But ſo, as all in you contracted is, 

As of this all, though many parts decay, 

The pure which elemented them ſhall tay ; 

And though diffus'd, and ſpred ininfinite, 

Shall recolle& and in one All unite : 

So Madarn, as her Soul to heaven is fled, 

Her fleſh reſts in the earth, as in the bed , 

Her yertues doe, as to their proper ſphear, 
Return to dwell with you of whom they were : 

As nerfeRt motions are all circular, 
So they to you, their ſea, whence leſs ſtreams are. 
She wasall ſpices, you all metals; ſo 

Inyoutwo yedid both rich Indies know. 

And as no fire nor ruſt can ſpend or waſte 

One dramm of Gold, but what was firlt ſhall laſt; 


Though 
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Though irbe-forc'din water, eatth, ſalt, air, 
Expans'd in infinite, none will impair; 

Fo, to your ſelf you may additions take, 

Bur nothing can you leſs, or changed make. 
Seek not in ſeeking new; to ſeem to doube;, 
That you can match her, or riot be without ,. 
But let ſome faithful book in her room be, 
Yet but of 7d;th no ſuch'book as ſhee, 


- = 
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Sapho to Philenis, 


\ Fer is that holy fire, which Yer/+ is ſaid 
To have? is thatinchanting force decay'd ? 
V:irſe that draws Natures work, from Natures law, 
Thee, her beſt work, to her work cahnot draw, 
Have my tears quench'd tny old Poerique fire , 

Why quench'd-they not as well, that of de/ire? 
Thoughts, my minds creatures, often are with thee, 
But1, their maker, want their liberty , 

Onely thine image, in my hearr, doth fit, 

But that is wax, andhres enyiron it, 

My fires have driven, thine havedrawn it hence ; 
And Iam rob'd of Pitare, Heart, and Senſe. 

Dwells with me ſtill, mine irkſome Aemory : 

Which, both to keep, andloſe grieves equally. 
That tells me how fair thouart ; Thou art fo fair, 

As gods, when gods to'thee I do compare, | 
Are grac'd thereby, And to make blinde men ſee, 
What things gods are, I ſay they are like to thee, 
for, if we juſtly call each ſilly mar 


A fittle world, what ſhall we call thee than ? 
bs O2 Thou 
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Thou art not ſoft, and clear, and ſtraight, and fair, 
As, Downe, as Stars, Ceaars,and Lilkesare, 
But thy right hand, and cheek, and eye onely 


Such was my Phao a while, but ſhall be never, 

As thou, waſt, art, and, oh, maiſt thou be ever, 
Here lovers ſwear in their 7dolatry, 

ThatIamſuch , butGr:efdiſcolours me, 

And yet grieve theleſs, leſt grief remove 

My beauty, and make me unworthy of thy loye, 
Playes ſome ſoft boy with thee, oh there wants yet 
A mutual feeling which ſhould ſweeten it, 

His chin, a thorny hairy unevenneſs 

Doth threaten, and ſome daily change poſſeſs, 

Thy body isa natural Paradiſe, 

In whoſe ſelf, unmanur'd, all pleaſure lies, 

Nor needs peyfef#0: , why ſhouldſt thou than 
Admit the tillage of a harſh rough man ? 

Men leave behind them that which their fin ſhows, 
And are, as theevestrac'd, which-rob when it ſnows, 
But of our dallyance no more figns there are, | 
Than f;fhes leave in ſtreames, or Birds in air. 

And between us all ſweetneſs may be had ; 

All, all that Nature yeelds, or Art can adde. 

My two lips, eyes, thighs, differ from thy two, 

But ſo, as thine from one another.do ; 

And, oh, nomore, the likeneſs being ſuch, - 

Why ſhould they not alike in all parts touch ? 

Hand to ſtrange hand, lipto lipnone denies ; 

Why ſhould they breſtto breſt, or thighs co thighs? 
Likeneſs begets ſuch ſtrange ſelf-flatrerie, 

Thar couching my ſelf all ſeems done to thee. 

My ſelf T embrace, and mine own hands I kifs, 

And amorouſly thank my ſelffor-chis. 


Me, if my glaſs, I call thee ; Bur alas, 

When I would kiſs, tears dim mine eyes, and g/gſs, 
O cure this loving madnelſs, and reſtore 

Me to me; thee my half, my all, my more. 

So may thy cheeks red outwear ſcarlet die, 

And their white, whiteneſs of the Galaxy, 

So may thy mighty amazing beauty move 

Envy in all women, and in all men love, 

And ſo be chayge and fickneſs far from thee, 

As thou by coming near, keep'ſt them from me. 
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To Ben. Johnſon, 6.54an. 1603, 


He State and mens affairs are the beſt playes 

Next yours 
Write, but touch nor the much deſcending race 
Of Lord's houſes, ſo ſettled in worths place, 
As but themſelyes none can think thern ufarpers, 
Itis nofaulr in thee to ſaffer theirs. 
If the Queen Maſque, br King a hunting go, 
Though all the Court follow, Letthem. We know 
Like them iri goodneſs that Court ne'r will be, 
For that were vertue, and not flatterie, 
Forget we were thruſt out.” Ttis but thus, 
God threatens Kings, Kings Lords, as Lords do us. 
Judge of ſtrangers, Truſt and beleeve your friend, 
And ſo me, And when Ftrae frindſhip end 
With guilty conſcience let me be worſe ſtung 
Then with Pophams ſentence theeves, or Cooks tongue 
Traitors are, Friends are our ſelves. ThisI thee tell 
As tomy friend, and to, my ſelf as Counfet : 
Ler for a while che times unchrifty.rout 
Contemnlearning, and all Mr Vi ftout. 

VI 


'Tis not more nor leſs than due praife . 
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Let them ſcorn Hell, they will a Sergeant fear, 1; 
More than we them , that ere long God may forbeat, 
But Creditors will not. Let them increaſe 
Inriot and exceſs as their means ceaſe, 

Let them ſcorn him that made them, and ſtill ſhun 
His Grace, but love the whore-who hath undone 
Them and their ſouls. But.; that they that allow ' 
But one God, ſhould have religions 'enough 

For the Queens Maſque, and their hushands,for more 
Then all the Gentiles knew, or At/as bore. 

Well, let all paſs, and truſt him who nor cracks 

The bruiſed Reed, nor quencheth ſmoaking flax. 
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 — 


Fo Bin. Folnſon, 9. Novembris, 1603. 


T: great men wrong me, I will ſpare my ſelf; 
If 


mean I will-ſpare them, T know the pelf 
Which isill gore. the Owner doth upbraid, .' :.;: 
It may corrupt a Judge,make meafriad 
And a Jury. But twill revenge irrthis, 
That, thqugh himſelf be Judge, he guilty is, 
What care] though of weakneſs men tax me ? 
I had rather ſufferer than doer be, | 
That I did trult, it was my Natures praiſe. 
For breach of word I knew but as a pbraiſe, 
Thar judgmentis, that ſurely can compriſe 
The world in precepts, moſt happy and molt wiſe. 
What though? Thoughleſs, yet ſome of hoth have we 
Wha have learg'd it by uſe and miſery. V 
Poor ], whom eyery pety croſs doth trouble, - 
Who =pprehend each. hurgthat's dane'me double, 
Am of this (though it ſhould link me) careleſs, - 
It would but force me to a ſtriQter goodneſs, 

ETC They 
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They have great gain of me, who gain do win, 
(If ſuch gain be not loſs) from eyery fin. 

The ſtanding of great mens lives, would afford 

A pretty ſumm, if God would felt his Word. 

He cannot ; they eantheirs, and break them too, 
How unlike they arethat they are likened to ? 
Yet I conclude; they are amidſt my evils, 

If good, like Gods, the naught are-ſo ke devils, 
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To Sir Tho, RoWe, 1603, 


Dear Tom : | 

Zll her if ſhe to hired ſervants ſhewy 

Diſlike, before they take their leave they go , 
When nobler ſpirits ſtartat no diſgrace, 
For who hath but one mind, harh bur one face. 
Ifthen why I take not my leave ſhe ask, 
Ask her again why ſhe did not unmask, 
Was ſhe or proud or cruel, or knew ſhe 
'Twould make my loſs more felt, and pityed me? 
Or did ſhe fear one kiſs might ſtay for moe ? 
Orelfe was-ſhe unwilling | ſhould go ? 
Ithinkthe beft. and lovefſo faichfully, 
I cannot chuſe but think chat ſhe loves me. 
If this prove not my faith, then let her try 
How in her ſervice Iwould fruQtifie. 
Ladies have boldly lov'd; bid her renew 
That decay'd worth, and prove the times paſt true. 
Then he whoſe wit and verſe g:ows now ſo lame, 
With ſongs to her will the wild Iriſh tame. 
Howe'r, 1'll wear the black and white ribband, 
White for her fortunes, black for mine ſhall ſtagg. 
O4 
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1 do eſteem her favour, not the ſtuff; 

If what I have was given, I have enough, 

And all's well, for had ſhe loy'd, I had not had 

All my friends hate, for now departing fad 

I feel not that; Yet as the Rack the Gout 

Cures, ſo hath ths worſe grief that quite put out : 

My firſt diſeaſe nought bur that worſe curethy = 

W hich ( Idare forefay) nothing cures but death, 

Tell her all this before Iam forgot, 

That not too late ſhe grieve ſhe loy'd me nor. 
Burdened with this, I was to depart lefs 

Willing then thoſe which die, and nat confeſs. 


The end of the Letters. 
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ANATOMIE 
OF THE WORLD. 


Wher 011 m6 
By occafion of the untimely: death of Miſtris 


EL1ZzABETH DRun r,, the frailty 
and the decay of this whole World 
i rogue re: 


| The Ta Anniverſary 
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To the proſe of "the deal, and the 
- ANATOMY. "s 
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Eil dy'd the World; that we nit phy live to fee 
, This world ofwn, in his Anatomie : | 
') Þ Noevil wants his good, fa wilder heirs 
# i Bedew their Fathers Tombes with forced tears, 
1 | Whoſe tate requitestheirloſs :  whikes thus we gain,” 
I Well may we walkin blacks, but not complain. | 
i Þ Yethow can I conſent the world is dead 
- © Whiles this Muſe lives'# which in his rits ſtead 
| Seems to inform aworld; and bids it b 
' Þ Inſpight of loſs or frait mortality > 
| Þ Andchou the ſubjeR of this wellborn thought, 
'Þ Thrice noble maid; couldft not have found nor ſought 
A fitter time to yeeldto thy ſad Fate, 
/ Then whiles this ſpirit fivesthat can relate 
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Thy worth ſo well to our laſt Nephews eyne, 
That they ſhall wonder both at his and thine : 
Admired match ! wheye ſiriyes intnatual grace 
The cunning pencil, and the Fomely face : 
A task which thy fair goodneſs made too much 
For thebold pride of vulgar\pens ro.thuph ; 
Enough itis to praiſe them that praiſe thee, 
And fay, that but enough thoſe praiſes be, 


Which, hadſt thou liv'd, had hid their fearful head 


From the angry checkings of thy modeſt red : 
Death bars reward and ſhame, whenenvy's gone, 
And pain, 'tis ſafe to ive the dead their own. 

As then the wiſe Xgyptians wont to lay 

More on their Tombs, than houſes: theſe of clay, 
But thoſe of braſs, or marble were : fo we 

Give more unto thy Ghoſt, than unto thee, 

Yet what we give to thee, thou gay'ſt to us, 

And may'ſt but thank thy ſelf, for being thus : 

Yet what thou gav'ſt us wert, O happy maid, 
Thy grace profeſt all due, where'*tis repaid. 

So theſe high ſongs that to thee ſuited bin, 

Serve but to ſound thy Makers praiſe and thine, 
Which thy dear ſoul as ſweetly ſings to him 

Amid the quire of Saints, and Seraphim, 

As any Angels tongues can ſing of thee , 

The ſubjetts differ, though theskill agree : 

For as by infant years men judge of age, - . 

Thy early love;thy vertues did prefage 


Whart high part thoy bear'ſt in thoſe beſt of Songs, - | -n 


Whereto no burdeh, nor no end belongs. 
Sing on thou vi-gin.Soul, whole loſsfylgain 
Thy love-fick parents have bewaiFd.,ia vain; 
Never may thy name be in ſongs forgot,..... 
Till we ſhill ſing thy ditty and thy note. 
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(For who is fure he:-hactvaSoul;/unleſs 

It ſee, and juds, and follow worthineſs, 

Andby deeds praiſe it he who doth not this, 
May lodg an inmate ſoul, but*tis not his) 

When that Queen ended here her progreſs time, 


An Anatomy of the World, 
The firſs Anniverſary. 


Hen that rich Soul whichto her heaven is gone, 
Whomall:docelebrate, who. know they have one, 


2 
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And, as t' her ſtanding houſe to heaven did clime , 


Where loath to make the Saints attend her long, 


She's now a part both of the Quire and Song : 
This World, in that-great earthquake languiſhed , 


Forina 


common-bath of tears.it bled, 


Whith drew the ſtrongeſt vital ſpirits out : 

But ſuccour'd them with a perplexed doube, 
Whether the world did loſe, or gain inthis, 
(Becauſe ſince now no-other way there is, 

But goodneſs, to ſec her, whom all would-ſee, 

All muſt endeayour to be good as ſhe ) 

This great conſumption'to a fever turn'd, 

And ſothe world had firs; - it joy'd, it mourn'd , 
And, as men think, that Agues phyſick are, 

And thy ague being ſpent, give over care : 

So thou lick world; miſtak*ft thy ſelf to be 

Well, when alas, thou art ina Lethargie : 

Her death did wound and tame thee than, and than 
Thou might haye berrer ſpar'd the Sun, or man, 
That wound was deepy but *tis more miſery, 
That thou haſt loſt thy ſenſe and memory, 
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Twas heavy then to hear thy voice of moan, 

But this is worſe that thou art ſpeechleſs grown, 
Thou haſt forgot thy name thou hadlt , thou waſt 
Nothing but ſhe, andher thou haſt o'rpaſt, 

For 25a child kept from the fount, until 

A Prince, expected long, come to fulfil 

The ceremonies, thou gnnam'd hadithid, 

Had not her comming, thee ber palage made 2 _. 
Her name defin'd thee, gave theeform:and frame, 
And thou forgetr'ſt to celebrate thy name. | 
Some moneths ſhe hath been dead (hut being dead, 
Meaſures of time are all determined) 

Bur long ſhe hath been away, lonp; long, yet none 
Offers to tell us who it is that's gone. | 

Bur as in States doubtiul of future heirs, 

When fickneſs without remedie impairs 

The preſent Prince, they'r loath it ſhould be ſaid, 
The Prince doth languiſhor the Prince is dead :. 


$o mankind, feeling now a general thaw, 
Aſtronge yrngy gone, equal tolaw, 


The Cyment which did faithfully compa, 

And pive all vertues, now refolv'd'andflack d, 
Thought it ſome blaſphemy to fay ſhe was dead, 
Or that our weakneſs was diſcovered 

In that confeſfion ; therefore ſpoke no more, * 
Than tongues, the Soul being gone, the los deplore. 
Bur though it be too late toſuccour thee, ' ' 
Sick World, yea dead, yea putrified; finceſhe 

Thy *intrinſ1que balm, and:thy preſervative, 

Can never be renew 'd, thou never live, | 

} (fince no man can make thee live) will crie, - 
What we may gain by tliy Anatomy.» 

Her death hath caught us dearly, thapthoy art, 
Corrupt and mortal in thy pureſt pare, 


, 
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Let no man ſay, the world it ſelf being dead, 

'Tis labour loſt to have diſcovered 10% 

The worlds infirmities, fince there is none 

Alive to ſtudy this difleRion ; | 

For there's a kind of World remaining Wl, 
Though ſhe which did inanimate and fill 

The world, be gone, yet inthis laſt long night, 
Her Ghoſt doth walk, thatis, a glimmering light, 
A faint weak loye of vertue, and of 

RefleRs from her, onthem which underſtood 
Her worth, and though ſhe have ſhut inall day, 
The owilight of her — doth ſtay; 

Which, from the carcaſs of the old world, free, 
Creates a new world, and new creatures-be 
Produc'd : the matter and the ſtuffe of this, 

Her yertue, and the form our practiſe is : 

And though to be thus elemented, arm 

Theſe creatures, from homeborn intrinfique harm, 
(For all aſſum'd unto this dignitie, 

So many weedleſs Paradiſes be, 

Which of themſelves produce no venomous fin, 
Except ſome forain Serpent bring it in) 

Yet becauſe outward ſtorms the ſtrongeſt break, 


| And ſtrength it ſelf by confidence grows weak, 


This new world may be ſafer, being told 

The dangers and diſeaſes of the old: 

For with due temper men do them forgoe, 
Orcovet things, when they their crue worch know, 
There is no health ; Phyſitians fay that we, 
Atbeſt, enjoy but a neutrality. 

And can there be worſe ſickneſs, than to know, 
That we are never well, nor can be ſo ? 

Weare born ruinous : poor mothers cry, 

That Children come not risht nor orderly, 


Excep! 


206 Poems. 


Except they headlong come and fall upon 

An ominous precipitation, 

How wity's ruin, how importunate 

Upon mankind? it labour'd to-fruſtrate 

Even Gods purpoſe; and made woman, ſent 
For man's relief, cauſe of his languiſhment , 
They were to good ends, and they are fo (till, 
Bur acceſſory, and principal inill, 

For that firſt marriage was our funeral : 

One woman at one blow, then killd us all, 

And fingly, one by one they kill us now. 

Wedo Feliohefully our ſelves allow 

To that conſumption; and profuſely blinde 

We kill our ſelves to propagate our kinde, 

And yertwe do not that, weare not men : 
There is not now that mankind, which was then, 
When as the Sun and man did ſeem to ſtrive, 
(Joynt-tenants of the world ) who ſhould ſurvive ; 
When, Stag, and Raven, and the long-liv'd tree, 
Compar'd with man, dy'd in minority; 

When, if a ſlow pac'd ſtar had ſtoln-away 

From the obſervers marking, he might ſtay 

Two or three hundred years to ſec't again, 

And then make up his obſervation plain , 

When asthe age was long, the fiſe was great , 
Mans growth confeſs'd, and recompenc'd the meat , 
So ſpacious and large, that every Soul 

Did a fair Kingdom, and large Realm controul : 
And when the very Stature thus ereR, 

Did that Soul a good way towards heaven direR, 
Where is this mankind now ; who lives to age, 
Fit to be made Xethuſalem his page # 
Alas, we ſcarce live long enough to try 
Whether a true made clock run right or ly, «+ 


Old 
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Od Granfires talk of yeſterday with ſorroy : 
And for our children we reſerve to morrow. 
$ ſhorts life, that every peſant ſtrives, . 

Ina torn houſe, or field, to havethree lives, 
And as in laſting, ſo inlength is man, 
ContraRed to an inch, who was a ſpan; 

For hada man atfirſt in forreſts ſtraid, 
orſhip-wreck'd in the Sea, one would have laid 

A wager, that anElepliant or Whale, 

That met him, would not haſtily aſlail, 

A thing ſo equal to him: now alas, 

The Fairies, and the Pygmies well may paſs 

As credible, mankind decaysſo ſoon, 

We are ſcarce our Fathers ſhadows caſt at noon : 
Only death adds t'our length : nor are we grown 
In ſtature to be men, till we are none, 

But this were light, did our leſs volume hold 

All the old Text, or had we chang'd to gold 
Their ſilver, or diſpos'd into leſs gl;1s 

Spirits of vertue, which then ſcatrer'd was : 

But 'tis not ſo ; w'are not retir'd, but dampt; 

And as our bodies, ſo our minds are crampt : 

'Tis ſhrinking, not cloſe weaving that hath thus, 
In mind and body both bedwarfed us. 

We ſeem ambitious Gods whole work t undoe , 
Ofnothing he made us, and we ſtrive too, 

To bring our ſelves to nothing back , and we 
Doe what we can, to do't ſo ſoon as he : 

With new diſeaſes on our ſelves we war, 

And with new Phyſick, a worſe Engine far. 

This man, this worlds Vice-Emperour, in whom 
Allficulties, all graces are at home 

Andif in other creatures they appear, 

Iheyare but mans Miniſters, and Legats there, 
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To work on their rebellions, and reduce 
Them to Civility, and to mans uſe : 
This man, whom God did woo,and loth t attend 
Till man, came up, did down to mandefcend : 
This man ſo great, that alt thats, is his, 

Oh what a trifle, and poorthing he is ! 

Ifman were any thing, he's nothing now : 

Help, or at leaſt ſome time to waſte, allow 
To'his other wants, yet when he did deparc 
With her whom welament, he loſt his heart. 

She of whom th' Ancients ſeem'd to propheſie. 
When they call'd vertues by the name of She ; 
She, in whom vertue was fo much refin'd, 

That for allay unto ſo purea minde 

She took the weaker Sex: ſhe that could drive 
The poyſonous tinRure, and the ſtain of Eve, 

Our of her thoughts and deeds, and puritie 

All by a true religious Alchimy , 

She, ſhe is dead ; ſhe's dead ; when thou know'ſt this, 
T hou know'ſt how poor a trifling thing man is, 
And learn'ſt thus mach by our Anatomy, 

The heart being periſh'd, no part can be tree, 

And that except thou feed (not banquet) on 

The ſupernatural food, Religion, 

Thy better growth grows withered, and ſcant 

Be more than man, or thou*art leſs than an Ant. 
Then as mankind, fo is the worlds whole frame 
Quite out of joynt, almoſt created lame : 

For, before God had made up all the reſt, 
Corruption entred, and deprav'd the beſt : 
It ſeis'd the Angels, and then firſt of all 
The world did in her cradle take a fall, 
And turn'd her brains, and took a general maim, 
Wronging each joynt of th* aniverſfgl frame, 
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The noble part, man, felt itfirſt : and than 
Both beaſts and plants, curſtinthe curſe of man 4 
So did the world from the firſt hourdecay, 
That evening was beginning of the day, 


And now the Springs and Summers which we leg - | 


Like ſons of women after fifty be. 
And new Philoſophy. calls all in doubr, 
The Element of fire is quite'put out ; 


The Sunis loſt, and thy Earth, and no mars wit. 


Can well dire& him where to look for it, 

And freely men confeſs that this world's ſpent, 

When in the Planets, and the firmament 

They ſeek ſo many new, they ſee that this 

Iscrumbled out again to his Atomies, 

'Tis all in peeces, all coherence Sone; 

All juſt ſupply, and all Relation: 

Prince, SubjeR, Father, Son, arethings forgotz 

For every man alone thinks he hath got 

To be a Phcenix, and that then can be 

None of that kind, of which he is, but he. 

This is the worlds condition now, and now 

She that ſhould all parts to reunion bow, 

Shethat had all magnetique force alone, 

To draw and faſten ſundred parts in one ; 

She whom viſe nature had invented theri 

When ſhe obſerv'd thatevery ſort ofmen 

did in their voyage, inthis worlds Sea ſtray; 

\nd needed a new Compaſs for their way ; 

Sbe that was beſt, and firſt original 

Vf all fair copies, and the general — 

teward tofate; ſhe whoſe rich eyes and breſ? 

uilt the Weſt-Indies, and perfum'd the Eaſt, 

' hoſe having breath'd in this world, did beſtow 

Spice on thoſe Iles, and bad them till fmellfo ; 
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And that rich Indie, which doth gold inter, 
Is but as ſingle mony coyn'd from her ; 

She to whom this world mult it ſelf refer, 
As ſuburbs, or the Microcoſm of her, 

She, ſhe is dead ; ſhe's dead : when thou know'ſt this 
Thon know'ſt how lame a creeple this world is, 

And learn'ſt thus much by our Anatomy, 

That this worlds general ſickneſs doth not ly 

In any humour, or one certain part , 

But as thou ſaweſt it roxten at the heart, 

Thou ſeeſt a HeRique feaver hath got hold 

Ofthe whole ſubſtance, not to be contrould, 

And that chou haſt but one way, not & admit 

The worlds infeRion, to be none of it, 

For the worlds ſubtilſt immaterial parts 

Feel this conſuming wound, and ages darts. 

For the worlds beauty is decay'd, or gone, 

Beauty, that's colour and proportion, 

We think the heavens enjoy their Spherical, 

Their round proportion embracing all, 

Bur yet their various and perplexed courſe, | 
Obſery*d in divers apes, doth enforce 

Men to find out ſo many Eccentrique parts, 

Such divers down-right lines ; ſuch oyerthwarts, 
As diſfproportion-that pure form : It tears 

The Firm2ment m eight and forty ſhiers, 

And inthefe Conſtellations then ariſe 

New ſtars, and old do vanifh from our eyes : 

As though heav'n ſuffered earth-quakes, peace or war 
When new towers riſe, and old demoliſh'd are, 

They have impal'd within a Zodiake 

The free-born Sun, and keep 12 ſignes awake 

To watch his ſteps; the Goat and Crab controul 
And fright him back, who elſe to either Pole 


Funeral Elegies. 


(Did nottheſe tropiques fetter him) might run: 
For his courſe is not round, nor canthe Sun 
PerfeR a Circle, or maintain his way 

One inch direR, but where he roſe to day 

He comes no more but with a cozening line, 
Steales by that point, and ſo is Serpentine : 
And ſeeming weary of his reeling thus, 

He means to ſleep, being now faln nearer us. 

So, of the Stars which boaſt that they do run 

In Circle ſtill, none ends where he begun. 

All their proportion's lame, it ſinks, it ſwells : 
For of Meridians, and Parallels, 

Man hath weav'd out a net, and this net thrown 
Upon the Heavens, and now they are his own. 
Loth to go up the hill, or labour thus 

To go to heaven, we make heaven come to us. 
We ſpur, we rein the ſtars, and in their race 
They* are diverſly content t'obey our pace. 

But keeps the earch her round proportion ſtill ? 
Doth not a Tear or higher hill | 

Riſe ſo high like a Rock, that one mightthink 


The floating Moon would ſhipwrack there and fink A 
Seas are ſo deep, that Whales being ſtruck to day, 


Perchance to morrow ſcarce at middle way 
Oftheir wiſh'd jonrneysend, the bottom,die: 
And men, to ſound depths; ſo much line unty, . 
As one might jullly think, that there would rife 
Atend thereof, one of thy Antipodies : 

Ifunder all, a vault infernal be, 

(Which ſure is ſpacious, except that we 

Invent another torment, that there muſt 
Villions into a ſtraight hot room bethruſt} 

Then folidneſs and roundneſs have no place: 

M fire theſe bur warts, and pockholes inthe face 
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Of th' earth? Think ſo, but yet confeſs, in this 

The worlds proportion disfgur'd is, 

That thoſe two leggs whereon it doth rely, 

Reward and puniſhment, are bent awry : 

And, oh, it can no more be queſtioned, 

Thar beauties beſt, proportion is dead, 

Since even grief it ſelf, which now alone 

Is left us, is without proportion, 

She by whoſe lines proportion ſhould be 

Examin'd, meaſure of all Symmetry, 

Whom had that Ancient ſeen, who thought ſouls made 
Of Harmony, he wouldat next have faid 
That Harmony was ſhe, and thence infer 

That Souls were but Reſultances from her, 

Anddid from her into our bodies go 

As to oureyes, the formes from objects flow : 

She, whoit thoſe great DoRors truly ſaid 

That th' Ark to mans proportion was made, 

Had been a type for that, asthat might be 

A type of herinthis, that contrary 

BothElements and Paſſions liv'd at peace 

In her, who caus'd all Civil warr to ceaſe. 

She afrer whom, what form ſoe'r we ſee, 

Is diſcord and rude incongruity ; 

She, ſhe is dead, ſhe's dead / whenthou know this, 
Thou knoweſt how ugly a monſter this world is; 
Andlcarn'lt thus much by our Anatomy, 

That here is nothing to enamour thee : 

And that not only f:ults in inward parts, 
Corruptions in our brains, or in our hearts, 

Poyloning the fountains, wþence our aQons ſpring, 
Endanger vs : bur that if every thing 

Be not done fitly and in proportion, 
To fatisfie wiſe, and good lookers on, 
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Since moſt men be ſuch as moſt think they be, 
They are lothſome too, by this deformity. 

For good, and well, muſt in our ations, meet , 
Wicked is not much worſe than indiſcreet, 

But beauties other ſecond Element, 

Colour, and luſtre now, is as near ſpent. 

And had the world his juſt proportion, 

Were ita ring ſtill yet the ſtone is gone, 

Asa compaſſionate Tarcoyſe, which doth tell 
By looking pale, the wearer is not well ; 

As gold falls fick being ſtung with Mercury, 

All the worlds parts of ſuch complexion be. 
When nature was moſt bulie, the firſt week, 
Swadling the new-born earth, God ſeem'd co like 
That ſhe ſhould ſport herſelf ſometimes and play, 
To mingle and vary coloursevery day : 

And then, as though ſhe could not make enow, 
Himſelf his various Rainbow did allow, 

Sight is the nobleſt ſenſe of any one, 

Yer ſight hath only colour to feed on, 

And colout is decay'd ; ſummers robe grows 
Dusky, and like an gft-dy d Garment ſhows. 
Our bluſhing red, which us'd in cheeks to ſpred, 
Is inward ſunk, and only our ſouls are red, 
Perchance the World might have recovered, 

If ſhe whom we lament hadnot been dead : 
But ſhe, in whom all white, and red, and blew 
(Beauties ingredients) voluntary grew, 
A$inanunyext Paradiſe, from whom 

Did all things verdure, and their luſtre come, 
Whoſe compoſition was miraculous, 

Being all colour, all diaphanous, 

(For Air, and Fire but thick groſs bodies were, 
And livelieſt ſtones butdrowſie and pale to her} 
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<be, ſhe is dead ; ſhe's dead: when thou know'ſt this, 


Thou know'ſt how wan a Ghoſt this our world is: 
And learn'ſt thus much by our Anatomie, 

Thar it ſhould more afright than pleaſure thee : 
And thar, ſince all fair colour then did ſink, 

'Tis now but wicked vanity tothink 

To colour vicious deeds with good pretence, 

Or with bought colours to iltude triens ſenſe. 
Nor in ought more this worlds deeay appears, 
Than that her influence the heaven forbears, 

Or that the Elements do notfeel this, 

The father or the mother barren is. 

The clouds conceive not rain, or do not powr, 
In the due birth time, down the balmy ſhowr , 

Th' ayredoth not motherly ſit on the earth, 
To hatch her ſeaſons, and giveall things birth, 
Spring-times were-common cradles, but are tombs 
And falſe-conceprions fill the general wombs ; 

Th' ayr ſhows ſuch Meteors, as none can ſee, 

Not only what they mean, but what they be. 
Earth ſuch new worms, as would have troubked much 
Th? Egyptian AZages to have tnademore ſuch. 
What Artiſt now dares boaſt that he can bring 
Heaven hither, or conſtellate any thing, 

So as the influence of thoſe ſtars may be 
impriſon'd ina Herb, or Charm, or Tree, 

And doe by touch, all which thoſe ſtats could do ? 
The art is loſt, and correſpondence too, 

For heaven gives little, and the earth rakes els, 
And man leaſt knows their trade and purpoſes: 

If this commerce *twixt heaven and earth were not 
Emharr'd, and all this traffique quite forgot, 

She, for whoſe loſs we have lamented thus, 
Would work more fully, and powrfully on us : 


Since 
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Gince herbs, and roots by dying loſe not all, 

But they, yea afhes too, are medicinal, 

Death could not quench her vertue ſo, but that 

It would be (if not follow'd) wondred at : 

And all the world would be one dying ſwan, 
Tofing her funeral praiſe, and vaniſhithan, 

But as ſome Serpents poyſon hurteth nor, 

Except it be from the live Serpent ſhor, 

So doth her vertue need her here, to fit 

That unto us; ſhe working more than it. 

But Che, in whom to ſuch maturity | 
Vertue was grown, paſt growth, that it muſt die ; 
She, from whoſe influence all impreſſion came, 
But by receivers impotencies, lame, 
Who, though ſhe could not tranſubſtantiate 

All ſtates to gold, yet guilded every ſtate, 

So that ſome Princes have ſome temperance ; 
Some Councellors, ſome purpoſe to advance 

The common profit; and ſome people have 
Some ſtay, no more than Kings ſhould give to crave , 
Some women have ſome taciturnity, 

Some Nunneries ſome graines of chaſtity. 

She that did thus much, and much.more could do, 
But that our Age was Iron, and rulty too, 

She, ſhe is dead, ſhe's dead , when thou know'ſt this, 
Thou know'ſt how dry a Cinder this worldis. 

And learn'ſt thus much by our Anatomie, 

That*cis in vain to dew, or mollifie 

It with thy tears, or ſweat, or blood: nothing 

Is worth our travail, grief, or periſhing, 

But thoſe rich joyes which did poſſeſs her heart, 
Ot which ſhe's now partaker, and a parr, 

Bur as in cutting up a man that's dead, 

The body will not laſt out, to have read 
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On every part, and therefore men dire& 

Their ſpeech to parts, that are of moſt effe&; 

£0 the worlds carcaſs would not laſt, IfI 

Were punctual in this Anatomy 

Nor ſmells it well to. hearers, if one tell 

Them their diſeaſe, who fainwould think they 're well, | 
Here therefore be the end :. and bleſſed maid, 

Ot whom is meant what ever hath becn ſaid, 

Or ſhall be ſpoken well by any tongue, 

W hoſe name refines coorſe lines,and makes proſe ſong, 
Accept this tribute, and his firlt years rent, 
Who till bis dark ſhort tapers end be ſpent, 

As off as thy feaſt ſees this widowed earth, 

Will yearly celebrate thy ſecond birth, | 

Thar is, thy death, for though the ſoul of man' 1: | 

Be got when man is made, 'tis born but than + - 

When man dorhdie, .our:body's as the womb, - 

And, asa Mid-wife, death diretsit home, 

And you her creatures, whom ſhe works upon, 

And have your laſt, and beſt concoction | 

From her example and her vertue, if you 

In reverence to her do think ir due; 

Thatno oneſhould her praiſes thus rehearſe, 

As matter fit for Chronicle, not verſe : 

Vouchſafe to call ro mind that God did make 

Alaſt, and laſting'ſt peece, a ſong, Heſpake 

To Moſes to deliver untoall_ 

That ſong, becauſe he knew they would let fall 

The Law, the Prophets, and the Hiſtory, 

But keepthe ſong ſtillin their memory - 

Such an opinion; in due meaſure, made 

Me this great office boldly to invade : © 

Nor could incomprehenlibleneſs deter 

Me from thus trying co impriſon her 2 
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Which when 1 ſaw that a ſtri& grave could do, 
1{aw not why verſe mighe not do fo too. 

Verſe hath a middle nature, Heaven keeps Souls, 
The Grave keeps bodies, Verſe the Fame enrouls, 
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'Ts1oſs to truſt a Tomb with-ſuchragueſt, 
Or to confine herina'marble cheſt, 

Alas, what's Marble, Jeat,or Porphyrie, 

Prisd with the Chryſolite of either eye, 

Or with thoſe Pearls, and'Rubies, whick' ſhe was ? 
Joyn the two Indies1niove Tomb,'tis glaſs , 

And fo is all ro her:marenals, 

Though every inch were ten Eſcurials, 

Yer ſhe's demoliſh'd::1 can we keep'her then 

In works of hands, or of the wits of men ? 

Can theſe memorials, rags of paper, give 

Life to that n1me, by which name theymuſt live ? 
Sickly, alas, ſhort liv'd, Abortive be 

Thoſe carcaſs verſes; whole ſoul is notſhe , 

And can ſhe, who nodonger would be ſhe, 

(Being ſuch 4 Taberxnade) ſtoop to be 

In piper wrapt; orwhen ſhe would not lie 

In ſuch an houſe, dwell inan Elegy ? ' 

But 'ris no matter z- we-may well allow. _ 

Verſe to live ſo long as the world will now, 

For her death wounded it. The world contains 
Princes for arms, and Counſellors for braines, 
Lawyers for tongues, Divines for hearts, and more, 
The rich for ſtomacks, and for backs the poor , 
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By which, remote and diſtant Countrys meet : 


But thoſe tine ſpirits, which. do tune, and ſer 
This Organ, are thofe peeces; which beget 


Wonder and love , and theſe were ſhee, and ſhe 
Being ſpent, the world mult needs decrepit be, 


For ſince death will proceed to triumph Mill, 
He can find nothing after her, to kill, 
Except the world it ſelf, ſo great was the, 
Thus brave and confident may Nature be, 
Death cannot give herſuch another blow, ; 
Becauſe ſhe cannot ſuchianother ſhow. | 


Bur muſt we ſay ſhe's dead ; may*rnor be ſaid 


Thatas a ſandred clock is peecemeal laid, 
Not to be loſt, but by the Makers hand 
Repoliſh'd, withour errour then toſtand, 
Or, as the Aﬀeique Niger ſtream enwombs 
It ſeif into the earth, and after comes- 
(Having firſt made a Natural bridge; to' paſs 
For many leagues) far greater than it was, 
May't not be ſaid, that her grave ſhall reſtore 
Her, greater, purer, farmer than before #/ 
Heaven may fay this, and joy'in't but can we 


Who live, and {ack her here, this vantage ſee 2 


What is't to us, alas, if there have been - 

An angel made a Throne, or Cherubin? 
Weloſe by'c: and asaged men are plad- 
Being taſtleſs grown, to joy in joyes they had, 
So now the ſick-ſtary'd world muſt feed upon 
This joy, that we had her, who now is gon, 
Rejoyce then Nature, and this world, that you, 
Fearing the laſt fires baſtning to ſubdue 

Your force and vigor, ere.it were near gon, 
Wiſely beſtow'd andlaidit allon'one, 
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Ine, whoſe clear body was ſo pure and thin, 
Becauſe it need on no thought within, 
'!Twas but a throug g 

Or exhalation brearth'd out from her 

One, whom all men, who durſt no nal, 
And whom, who ere had worth enough, defir'd; 
As when a Temple's buile, Saints emul:ce 
Towhich of them irſhall be conſecrate. 

But, as when heaven looks on us with new eyes, 
Thoſe new ſtars every Artiſt exerciſe; 


What place they ſhould affign to them they. doubt, 


Argue, and agree not, till thoſe ſtars go out; 
Sothe world {tudied whoſe this peece ould be, 
Till ſhe can be no bodies elſe, nor ſhe : ' © 

But like a lamp of Balſamum, deſir'd 

Rather radorn, than laſt, ſhe ſoon expir'd, 
Cloath'd in her virgin white integrity, 

For marriage, though it doth nor ſtain, doth die. 
To ſcape the infirmities which wait upon 
Woman,ſhe went away-before fh' was one ; 

And the worlds buſte noyſe to overcome, 

Took ſo much death as ſerv'd for Opium , 

For though ſhe could nor, nor could chuſe todie, 
St'ath yeelded co too long anextaſie ; 

He which not knowing her ſad Hiſtory, 

Should come to read the book of deſtiny, 

How fair, and chaſt, humble and high ſh'ad been, 
Much promis'd, much perform'd, atnot fifteen, 
And meaſuring future things, by things before, 
Should turn the leaf to read, and read no more, 
Would think that either deſtiny miſtook, | 
Or that ſome leaves were torn out of the book, 
But *tis not ſo + Fate did but uſher her 

To years of reaſons uſe, and then infer 


light ſcarf her mind © enroul; 
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Herdeſtiny to her ſelf, which liberty 

She took, as for thus much, thus much to die, 

Her modeſty not ſufferingherto be 

Fellow- Commiſſioner with Deſtiny, 

She did no more bifdie ; if after her 

Any ſhall live, whith dare true good prefer ; 

Every ſuch perſonis her delegate, 

T* accompliſh that which ſheuld have been her Fate, 
They ſhall make up that Book, and ſhall haye thanks 
Of Fate, and her, for filling up their blanks, 

For future vertuous deeds are Legacies, 

Which from the gift of her example riſe , 

And 'tis in heavy, n part of ſpiritual mirth, 

To ſee how well the good play her, on carrh, 
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OF THE 


PROGRESS 
OF THE SOUL. 


Wherein , 
By Occafion of the Religious Death of Mi- 
firis EL1zABETH DRuxR y,, the Incommo- 


dities of the Soul in this life, and her exaltation 
in the nexr, are contemplated. 


Ct. y 


The ſecond Anniverſary. 


- 
—_— 
—_— — 


The Harbinger tothe PROGRK&SS. 


Wo Souls move here, and mine (a third) muſt move 

1 Paces of admiration, and of love, 
Thy Soul ( dear Virgin) whoſe this tribute is, 
Mov'd from this mortal Sphear to lively bliſs, 
And yer moves till, and {till aſpires to ſee 
The worlds laſt day, thy glories full degree : | 
Likeas thoſe ſtars which thon o'relookeſt far, 
Are in their place, and yet ſtill moved are: 
No foul (whiles with the luggage of this clay 
It clogged is) can follow thee half way; 
Orſee thy flight, which doth our thoughts outgo 
50 faſt as now the lightning moves but flow : 


But 
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But now thou art as high in heaven flown 

As heaven's from us; what ſoul beſides thine own 
Can tell thy joyes, or ſay he can relate 

Thy glorious journals in that bleſſed ſtate 2 

L envy thee (Rich ſoul) I envy thee, 

Although I cannot yer thy glory ſee : 

And thou {great Spirit) which hers follow'd haſt 
So faſt, as none can follow thine ſo faſt , 

So far, as none can follow thine fo far, 

(And ifthis fleſhdid not the paſſage bar, 

Hadfſt caught her) let me wonder at thy flight 
Which long agon hadft loſt the yulgarhghe, 
And now makt proud the better eyes, = they 

" Can ſee thee leſſenedin thine ayery way ; 

So while thou mak'{ her ſoul by progreſs known 
Thon mak'ſ a noble progreſs of thine own, 

From this worlds carcaſs having mounted high 

To that pure life of immortality, 

Since thine aſpiring thoughtsthemſelves ſo raiſe, 

Thac more may not beſeem a creatures praiſe, 

Yet ſtill thou vow'ſt her more; and every year 
Mak'(t a new progreſs, whilſt thou wandreſt here ; 
Still upward mount; and let thy Makers praiſe 
Honour thy Laura, and adorn thy layess 

And ſince thy Muſe her head in heaven ſhrouds, 

Oh let her never ſtoop below the clouds: 

And if thoſe glorious ſainted ſouls may know 

Or what we do, or what we fing below, | 
Thoſe as, thoſe ſongs ſhallſtill content them beſt 
Which praiſe tlioſe awtul Powers that make them bleſt; 


OF 


— a A mud Ac þ. nO #*_ wat «6c_ ac Q wes Aw . * DAM»_ Heaw tan fo 5 . 20% C5 


4.3 


OF THE 


OF THE SOUL. 


The ſecond Anniverſary, 


Othing could make me ſooner to confeſs 
That this world had an everlaſtingneſs, 

hen to conſider chat a year isrun, 

Since both this lower worlds, and the Suns Sun, 
The luſtre and the vigour of this all . 

Did ſet, 'twere blaſphemy to ſay, did fall, 

But as a ſhip which hath ſtrook ſail doth run 

By force of that force which before itwon : 

Or as ſometimes in a beheaded man, 

Though at thoſe two Red ſeas, which freely ran, 
One from the Trunk, another from the Head, 
His ſoul be ſail'd, to her eternal bed, 

His eyes will twinkle, and his rongue will roul, 
As though he beckned and call'd back his ſou], 
He graſps his hands, and be pulls up his feer, 
And ſeems to reach, and te. itep forthto meer 
His ſoul ; when all theſe motians which we ſaw, 
Are but as Ice, which crackles at a thaw : 

Orasa Lute, which in moiſt weather, rings 

Her knel alone, by cracking of her ſtrings. 

$ ſtruggles this dead world, now ſhe is gone : 
for there is motion in corruption. 


ROGRESS 
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As ſomedaiesare, atthe Creation nam'd, 
Before the Sun, the which fram'd dayes, was fram'd : 
So after this Sun's ſet, ſome ſhew appears, 

And w_ viciſſitude of years, 

Yeta new deluge, andof Zethe flood, + -- 
Hath drown'd us all, All have forgot all good, , 
Forgetting her, the main reſerve of all , 
Yet in this deluge, groſs and general, 

Thou ſeeeſt me {trive for life, my life ſhall be, 
To be hereafter prais'd for praiſing thee, 
Immortal Maid, who though thou wouldſt refuſe 
The name of mother, be unto my Muſe 

A Father, ſince her chaſt ambition is 

Yearly to bring forth ſuch a child as this. 
Theſe-Hymnes may work on futore wits, and ſo 
May great Grand-children of thy praiſes grow. 
And ſo, though not revive, embalm and ſpice 
The world, which elſe would putrifie with vice. 
For thus, Man may extend thy progeny, 

Until man do but vaniſh, and not dy. 

Theſe Hymnes thy iſſue may increaſe ſo long, 
As till Gods great Yerite change the ſong, 

Thirſt for that time, Omy infatiate ſoul, 

And ſerve thy thirſt with God's ſafe ſealing Bowl. 
Be thirſty fil, and drink till cill thou go 

Toth only Health, - to be —_— ſo, 
Forget thisrotren world; And unto thee 

Let thine own times asan old ſtory be, 

Be not concern'd - ſtudy not why or when , 

Do not ſo much as not believe a man. 

For thoughto erre, be worſt, to try truths forth 
Is far more buſineſs than this world is worth, 

The worldis buta carcaſs; thou art fed 

By it, but as a worm that careaſs bred . 


Funeral Elegies. 
And why ſhould'ſt thon poor worm, conſider more 
When this world will grow better than before. 

Then thoſe thy fellow worms do think upon - © 
That carkaſſes laſt reſurreRion, 9.5 

Forget this world, and ſcarce think of it fo; - 

As of old clothes, caſt off a year ago. 

To be thus ſtupid is Alacrity, -. _ 

Men thus Lethargique have beſt memory; | 
Look upward, that's towards hery whoſe happy ſtate 
We now lament not, but congratulate, -  *'* 

She, to whomall this worldwas but a tape, 

Where all ſate harkninghow her youthflil ape 
Should be imploy'd, becauſein all ſhe dig!s 

Some figure of the golden times was hid, ** 

Who could not lark, what e'r this world could give; 
Becauſe ſhe was the form that madeit live; 

Nor could complain that this .wotld was unfir 

To be ſaid in, than when ſhe was in it, ©: 

She that firſt try'd-indifferent defires  - 

By vertue, and vertue by religious fires. 

She to whoſe perſon Paradife adhear'd, 

As Courts to Princes ; ſhe whoſe eyes enſphear'd 
Sear-lighr enough, t' have made the South controul 
(Had ſhe been there) the. Star-ful Northern Pole; 
She,ſhe is poneſhe's; gone : when thou know'Rt this, 
What fragmentary rubbidge this world. is 

Thou knowſt; and that.itis not worth a thought : 
He honours it roo much thatthinks itnought, 

Think then; my ſoul, that death is but a groom, 
Which brings a Tapour tothe outward room, 
Whence thou ſpieſt firſta little glimmering light, 
Andafter brings it nearer to thy ſight: * - 

For ſuch approachgs doth heaven make indeath. 
Think thy ſelf labouring now with broken breath, 
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And think thoſe broken and ſoft notes to be 

Diviſion, andihy happieſt Harmony, 

Think thee laid-0n thy death-bed, looſe and Mack , 
And think that but unbindingofa pack, 

To take one precious thing, thy.ſoul from thence, 
Think thy ſelfparch'd with fcavers violence, 

Anger thine ague more, by calling it 

Thy Phyſick; clfide the ſlackneſs of the fir, 
Think chat thou bear'ſt chy knell, and think no more, 
Bur that, as Bells call'd thee to Church before, 

So, this to the Triumphant Chutch calls thee. 

Think Satan's Sergeants round abour thee be, 

And think that bug;for Legacies thoy truſt , 

Give one thy Pride, to 'nother give thy Luſt : - 

Give them+hoſe fins which they gave thee before, 
And truſt ch' immaculate blood to waſh thy ſcore. 
Think thy friengs weeping round, and think that they 
Weep but becauſe they goe nar:yetthy way. - 
Think that they cloſe thine eyes, and think in this, 
That they confeſs much in the world, amiſs, 
Who dare not truſt adead margeye with that, | 
Which they from God and Angels cover nor. 


Think that they ſhroud thee up, ;and think from thence 


They re-inveſt thee in white innocence 
Think that thy body rots, arid: (ifſolow, 
Thy ſoul exalted ſo, thy thoughts can goe.) 
Think thee a Prince, who of themſelves create | 
Worms, which'iinſen(ibly devout thicir Nate : | 
Think that they bury thee, and think chat right 
Layes thee to fleep buta-Saint Luciesnight. | 
Think theſe things cheerfully, and if thou be | 
Drowſie or ſlack, remember then that ſhe, 
She whoſe complexion was fo even made, ' 
That which of her-ingredicnts ſhould invade 


ie 


Funeral Elegies. 


The other three, no Fear, no Art could 
© far were all remoy'd from more or le 
But as in Mithridate, or juſt perfumes, 


Where all good things b'ing met; no one preſumes 


ue 


To gavern, or totriumph on thereſt, 
ty beca belt, 


Onely becauſe all were, no part was 


And as though alldo know; that quantities 


Are made of lines, and lines from points 


ariſe; 


None can theſe lines or quantities unjoynt, 


And ſay, this is a line, or this a point ; 


So though the Elements and humours were 
In her, one could not ſay; this governs there, 
Whoſe even conſtitution might have won 


Any diſeaſe to venture on the Sun, 


Rather than her, and make a fpirit fear, 


That he too diſuniting ſubje&t were, 
To whoſe proportions if we 


compare 


Cubes, th* are unſtable ; Circles, Angular ; 
She who was ſuch a chain asFate employes 
To bring Mankind all Fortunes it enjoyes : 
So faſt, ſo even wrought, as one would think; 


No accident could threaten any link , 


She, ſhe embrac'd a ſickneſs; gave it meat, 
Thepureſt blood, and breath; thate'r it eat ; 


And hath taught us, that though a good man hath 


Title to heaven, and plead it by his Faith, 
And though he may pretenda conqueſt, ſince 


Heaven was content to ſuffer violence; 


Yea though he plead a long poſleffion tg, 
(For they are in heaven on earth whoſe hea 
Though he hadrighr and power and place, before, 


Yet death muſttifher and unlock the dore; . 
Think further on thy ſelf, my Soul, andehink 


How thou at firſt waſt made bur ina fink 
Q.2 
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Think that it argued ſome infirmity, 
That thoſe two ſouls, which then du foundſt in me 
Thou fedſt upon, and drew'ſt into thee both | 
My ſecond ſoul of ſenſe, and firſt of growth. | 
Think but how poor thou waſt, how obnoxious. 
Whom a ſmall fump of fleſh:coutd poiſon thus. 
This curded milk, thispoor unlittered whelp 
My body, could beyond eſcape or help, 
Inte thee with Original ſin, and thou 
Couldſt neither then refuſe; nor leave it now. 
Think that no ſtubborn fullen Anchorit, | 
Which fixt to a pillar, or a;grave, doth ſit | 
Bedded, and bath'din/all his ordures, dwels | 
So foully as our ſouls in their firſt-built Cells, | 
Think in how poat a prifon thou doſt ly, 
After enabled but to ſuck,and cry, c 
Think when 'twas grown-to moſt, *ewas a poor In, - }F} 
Y 
A 


A Province pack'd up in two-yards of kin, . 
And that ufurp'd, or threarned with a rage 


Of ſickneſles, or their true Mother, Age. R 
But think that death hath now enfranchis'd thee, 0 
Thou haſt thy *xpanſion now, and liberty, F, 
Think that a ruſty Peece diſcharg'd, is lown (( 
Inpieces, and the bullet is his own, _ 'n 
And freely flies: 'this torhy Soul allow, A 


Think thy ſhell broke, think thy ſoul hatche but now, W 
And think this flow-p2c'd foul which late did cleave BT! 
T* a body, and went bur by the bodys leave, T 
Twenty perchance or thirry mile a day, 

Diſpatches in a minute all the way 

-Twixt heaven andearth ; ſhe ſtays notinthe air, 
To look what Meteors there themſelves prepare ; 
She carries no-defire to know, nor ſenſe, 


Whether ah' aires middle region be intenſe , 
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Forth' Element of fire, ſhe doth not know, 
Whether ſhe paſs'd by ſuch a place or no ; 

She baits not at the Moon, nor cares to try 
Whether in that new world men live, and dy, 
Ven retards her.not t' enquire how ſhe Y 
Can (being one ſtar) Heſper and Yeſper be; 

He that charm'd Arges eyes, lweet Aercury, 
Works not on her, who now is grown all ey ; 
Who if ſhe meet the body of the Sun, 
Goes through! not ſtaying till his courſe be run; 
Who finds in Mars his Camp ns Corps of Guard, 
Nor is by Zove, nor by his father barr'd , 
Butereſhe can conſider how ſhe went, 

Aronce is at, and through the hrymament. 

And as theſe ſtars were but ſo many beads 

Strung on one ſtring, ſpeed undiſtinguiſh'd leads 
Her through thoſe ſphears, as trove thoſe beads a ſtring 
Whoſe quick ſucceflion makes ir {till one thing: 

As doth the pith, which leaſt our bodies ſlack, 

Strings faſt the lirtle bones of neck and back ; 

$ by the ſoul doth death ſtring Heaven and Earth , 

for when our ſoul enjoys her third birth, 

(Creation gave her one, a ſecond, grace, ) 

Heaven is near, and preſent to her face, 

as colours are, and objeRts in a room 

Where darkneſs was before, when Tapers come. 

This muſt, my Soul, thy leng-ſhort Progreſs be 

T advance theſe thoughts; Remember then that ſhe, 
Ste, whoſe fair body no ſuch priſon was, 


- YBurchar a Soul might well be pleas'd to paſs 


an Age in her; ſhe whoſe rich beauty lenc 


P\lintage co other beaucies, for they wenc 


For 


but for ſo much as they were like to her, 
he, in whoſe body (it we dare prefer 
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This low world, to ſo high a mark as ſhe, } 
The Weſtern treaſure, Eaſtern ſpicery, 
Europe, and Africk, and the unknowa reſt 
Were eaſily found, or what in them was beſt - 
And when w' have.made this large diſcovery 
Of all, in her ſome onepart than will be 
Twenty ſuch parts, whoſe plenty and riches is 
Enqugh to make twenty ſuch worlds as this , 
She, whom had they known, who did firſt betroth 
The Tutelar Angels, and aſſigned one, both 

To Nations, Cities, and to Companies, 

To fun&ions, officies, and dignitiess 

And to each ſeveral man, to him, and him, 

They would have given her one for every lim , 

She, of whoſe ſoul, if we may ſay, 'twas gold, 

Her body wasth' EleQrum, and did hold 

Many degrees of that; we underſtood 

Her by her fight ; her pure, andeloquent blood 
Spokein her cheekes, and (0 diſtintly wrouphe, 
That one might almoſt ſay, her body thonght , 

She, ſhe thus richly and largely hous'd, is 

And chides us ſlow-pac'd ſnails who crawl upon 

Our priſons priſon, earth; nor think us well, 
Longer than whil'{t we bear our brittle ſhe]. 

But *ewere bur little to have chang'd our room, 

If, as we were in this our living Tomb | 
Oppreſs'd with ignorance, we ſtill were ſo, 

Poor ſoul, in this thy fleſhwhar doſt thou know ? 
Thou know'ſt thy ſelf fo little, as thon know'ſt nor, 
How thou didſt dy, nor how thou waſt begot., 
Thon neither know?ſt, how thou ar firſt cam'R in, 
Nor how thou tookſt the poyſon of mans (in, 

Nor doſt thou, (though thou know'ſt that thou artſo) 
By what way thou art made immortal, know, + 
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Thou art too narrow, wretch to comprehend 
Even thy ſelf, yea though thon would'ft huthend 
To know thy body. Have not all fouls thought 
For many ages, that our body's wroughe ' - 

Of air, and fire, andother Elements; 

And now they think of new ingredients. -:i:- -:. 
And one Soul thinks one; and another way -'* 
Another thinks, and tis an even lay. *:5:: 
Knowſt thou but how the one doth enter in; 
The bladders cave, and never break the skin ?. - * 
Know'ſt thou how blogd, which to the beart doth flow, 
Doth frompne ventrigle to th' other go ? 

And for the putrid tuff which thou doſt frir, 
Know'ſt thou how thy lungs have attraRted it ? 
There are no paſſages, ſo that there is 

(For ought thou know'ſt) piercing of ſubſtances, 
And of thoſe many opinions which men raiſe 

Of Nails and Hairs, doſt thou know which to praiſe ? 
What hope have we to know our ſelyes, when we 
Know not the leaſt things, which for our uſe be ? 
We ſee in Authors, too ſtiff to recant, 

A hundred controverſies of an Ant ; 

And yet one watches, ſtarves, freezes, and ſweats, 
To know but Catechiſms and Alphabets 

Of unconcerning things, matters of fa& ; 

How others on our ſtage cheir parts did A&?- 
What Ceſar did, yea, and what Cicero ſaid, 

Why graſs is green, or why our bloud is red, 

Are myſteries which none have reach'd unto, 

In this low form, poor ſoul, wifat wilt thou do? 
When wilt thou ſhake off this Pedantry, 

Ot being taught by. ſenſe and Fantaſie ? 
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And ſee all things deſpoil'd of fallacies : 
Thou ſhalc/not peep through lattices of eyes, 
Nor hear through Labyrinths of ears, norlearn 
By circuit, or colleions t9 diſcern, 
In heaven thou ſtraight know'ſt all, concerning it, 
And whatconcerns it not, ſhall ſtraight forger. 
There thou (but in.no other ſchool) maiſt be 
Perehance, as learned, and asfull, as ſhe, 
She who all Libraries had throughly read 
At home inher own thonghts, and praQtiſed 
So much good aswould make'as many more : 
She whoſe example they muſt all implore, 
Who would or do, or think well, and confeſs 
That all the vertuous Actions they expreſs, 
Are but anew, and worſe edition | 
Of her ſome onethought or,oneaRion : 
She, who in th' art of knowing Heaven, was grown 
Here upon earth to ſuch perfe&ion, 
That ſhe hath, ever ſince to heaven ſhe came, 
(In a far fairer print, ) but read the ſame , 
Shee, ſhe nor ſatisfied with all this waight, 
(For ſo much knowledge as would oyer-fraight 
Another, did but ballaſt her) is gone 
As well tf enjoy, as ger perfeRion, 
And calls us after her, in that ſhe cook, - 
(Taking her ſelf) our beſt and worthieſt book. 
Retarn nor, my ſoul, from this extaſie, 
And meditation of what thou ſhalt be, 
Toearthly thoughts, till it to thee appear, 
With whom thy converſation mult be there. 
With whom wilc thou converſe? what ſtation 
Canſt thou chooſe out free from infe&ion, 
That will not give thee theirs,nor drink in thine ? 
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"Þ $baltchou not finde a ſpungy ſlack Divine 


Drink and ſuck inth'* inſtruQions of greatmen, 
And for the word of God ventthem agen ? 

Are there not ſome Courts (and then, no things be 
$0 like as Courts) which in this let us ſee, 

That wits, and tongues of Libellers are weak, 
Bectuſe they doe more ilſ'than theſe can ſpeak ? 
The poyſon's gone through all, poiſons affe&t 
Chiefly the chiefeſt parts; but ſome effe& 

In nails, and hairs, yea excrements willſhow ; 
$0 lies the poiſon of ſinin the moſt low, 

Up, up, my drowſie ſoul, where thy new ear 
Sh:1l in the Angells ſongs no diſcord hear ; 
Where thou ſhalt ſee che bleſſed Morher-maid 
Joy in not being thar, which men have ſaid. 
Where ſhe is exalted more for being good, 

1 hen for her intereſt of Mother-hood, 

Upto thoſe Patriarchs, which did longer fit 


ExpeCting Chriſt, thenthey have enjoy'd him yet. 


Upto thoſe Prophets, which now gladly ſee 
Their propheſies grown to be Hiſtory. 
Upto th'-Apoſtles, who did bravely run 


All the Suns courſe, with more light than the Sun : 


Upto thoſe Martyrs, who did calmly bleed 
Oyle to th* Apoltles Lamps, dew to their ſeed. 
Up ro thoſe Virgins, who thought, that almoſt 
They made joyntenants with the Holy Ghoſt, 
if they co any ſhould his Temple give. 

Up, up, for in that ſquadron there doth live 
She, who hath carried thither new degrees 
(Asto their number) to their dipnities. 
Sheewho being to her ſelf a State, enjoy'd ; 
All royalties which any State employ'd ; 


Tor 


234 Poems. 


For ſhe made wars, and triurmph'd ; reaſon ſill 
Did not o'rthrow, but reRifie her will : 
And ſhe made peace, for no peace is like this; 
| That beauty, andchaſtity together kiſs: 
+ She did high juſtice, for ſhe crucifi'd 
Every firſt motion of rebellions pride : 
And ſhe gave pardons, and was liberal, 
For, only her ſelf except, ſhe pardoned all : 
She coyn'd, inthis, thar her impreſſion gave ' 
To all our aQions all the worth they have - 
She ga —_ the thoughts of her breſt, 
Satans rude Officers conld ne'r arreſt, 


As theſe prerogatives being metin one, 

Made her a ſoveraign State, Religion 

Made her a Church ; and theſe two made her all. 
She who was all this All, and could not fall 

To worſe, by company, (for ſhe was {till 

More Antidote, then all the world was ill,) 


She, ſhe dothleave it, and by Death, ſurvive 

All this, in Heaven, whither who doth not ſtrive 
The more, becauſe ſhe's there, de doth not know 
Thar accidental joyes in Heaven do grow, 

But pauſe, my ſoul , And ſtudy, ere thou fall 
On accidental joyes, th? eſſential, 

Still before Acceſſories doe abide 

A trial, muſt the principall be tride. 

And what efſentul joy canſt thou.expeR 

Here upon earth ? what permanent effeR 

Of tranſitory cauſes? Doſt thou love 

Beauty ? (And beauty worthy'|t isto move) 
Poor couſened couſener, thar ſhe, and zhatthou, 
Which did begin to love, are neither now, 

You are both fluid, chang'd ſince yeſterday ; 
Next day repairs, (but Fj laſt datesdecay. 
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Nor are, (alchough the river keep the name) 
Yeſterdaies waters, and to dayes the ſame. 

$0 flows her face, and thine eyes, neither now, 
ThatSaint, nor Pilgrime, which your lovingyow 
Concern'd, remains; but whil'ſt you think you be 
Conſtant, y* are hourly in inconſtancy. 

Honour may have pretence unto our love, 
Beczuſe chat Goddid live ſo long above 

Without this Honour, and then lov's ieſ6, 

That he at laſt made.creatures to beſtow 

Honour on hitn, not. pc he neededit, 

But that, to his hands man might grow more fit. 
But ſince all Honours from inferiours flow, 

(For they do give it ; Princes do but ſhow 


Whom they would have fo honour'd)! and that this 


On ſuch opinions, and capacities | 

I5 built, asriſe and fall, to more and leſs: 
Alas, *cis but a caſual bappineſs. 

kath ever any mant* lumſelf aſſign'd 
This or that happineſsro arreſt his mind, 
But that another man which takes a worſe, 
Thinks him a fool for having tane that courſe? 
They who did labour Babel tow'r to *ereR, 
Might have conſidered. that for that effe, 

All this whole ſolid Earth could notallow 

Nor furniſh forth materials enow ; 

Andthart his Center, to raiſe ſucha place, 

Was far too little to have been the Baſe ; 

No more affords this world, foundation 

To ere@ true joy, were all the means inone, 
But as the Heathen made them feveral gods 
Otall Gods benefirs, and all his rods, 

(For as the Wine, and Corn, and onions are 
':0ds unto them, fo Agues be, and War) 
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And as by changing that whole precious Gold 
To fuch ſmall Copper coynes, they loſt the old, 
And loſt their only God, who ever muſt 

Be ſought alone, and not in ſuch a thruſt : 

So ah mankind true happineſs miſtakes , 
No joy enjoys that min, that many makes. 
Then, Soul, to oy work up again ; 
Know that all lines witch circles do contain, 
For once that they che Center touch, do touch 
Twice the circumference ; and be thouſuch , 

' Double on heaventhy thoughts on eqgth employ'd; 
All will not ſerve ; only who haye enjoy'd 
The ſight of God in fulneſs, can think it; 

For it 15 both the'objeR, and the wit. 

This is eflential joy, where neither he 

Can ſuffer diminution, nor we ; 

"Tis ſuch a full, and ſuch a filling good ; 

Had thy Angels once look'd on him, they had ſtood. 
To fill the place of one of thera, or more, 

She whom we celebrate is gone before. 

Shee, who had here ſo much eſſential joy, 

As no chance could diſtra&, much leſs deſtroy ; 
Who with God's preſence was acquainted fo, 
(Hearing, and ſpeaking to him) as ro know 
His face in any natural ſtone or tree, 

Better than when in Images they be : 

Who kept by diligent devotion, 

Gods Image, in fuch reparation, ' 

Within her heart, that what decay was grown, 
Was her firſt Parehts fault and not her own : 
W ho being ſollicited toany aQ, 

Still heard God pleading his ſafe precontraR : 
Who by a faithtul confidence, was here 
Betroch'd ro God, and nowis married there , 
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hoſe twilights were more clear than our mid-day ; 
ho dreamt devoutlier than moſt uſeto pray, 
ho being here fill'd with grace, yer ſtrove to be - 
zoth where more grace, and more capacity 
\t once is given ; ſhe to, Heaven is gone, 

ho made this world'in ſome proportion 
\ Heaven, and here became unto us all, 
ſoy, (as our joyes admit) eſſential, | -, 
put could this low:-world joyes eſſential touch, 
eavens accidental joyes would paſs them much. 
How poor and lame muſt then our caſual be; 
Ifthy Prince will his ſubjeRs to call thee 

5 Lord, and this do ſmell thee, thouart than, 
By being greater, grown to be leſs Man. 
When no Phyſitian of redreſs can ſpeak, 
A joyful caſual violence may break _. 
A dangerous Apoſtem in thy breſt, 
And whil thou joy*l in this, che dangerous reſt, - , 
The bag may riſe up, and ſo ſtrangle thee. 
What er was caſual, may ever be. _ 
What ſhould the nature change ? or make the ſame 
Certain, which was buc caſual, when it came ? 
All caſual joy doth loud andplainly fay, 
Only by coming, that it can away. _. , 
Onely in Heaven: joyes Grength is never ſpent, 
And accidental things are permanent. 
Joy of a ſouls arrival ner decays;  .. 

For that ſoul ever joyes, and ever ſtays. 

Joy that their laſt great Conſummation 
Approaches in the ReſurreQion ; 

When earthly bodies more celeſtial 

Shall be, then Angels were, for they could fal!, 
This kind of joy Joh every day admit 
Degrees of growth, but none of loſing it, 
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In this freſh joy, 'tis tro ſmall parc that ſhe, 

She, in whoſe goodneſs, he that names degree, 
Doth injure her ; (Tis loſs to be call'd bett, 
There where the ftnffis not ſuch as the reſt;) 
She, who left ſuch a body, as even ſhe,  .. 
Only in Heaven coulf learn, how it can be 

Made better , for ſhe rather was two fouls, 

Or like to full on both ſides written Rolts, 
Where eyes might read upon the outward Kin, 
As ſtrong Records for God, as minds within. 
Shee, who by _ full perfeQtion grow, 

Peeces a Circle and ſtill keeps it fo, * 

Long'd for, and longing for ir, to heaven is gone; 
Where ſhe receives and gives addition. 

Here in a place, wheremi{@evotion frames 

A thouſand prayers to Saims, whofe very names 
The ancient Church knew-not, Heaven knows not yet, 
And where what laws of Poetry aqmir, 

Laws of Religion have atleaſt the fame, 
Immortal Maid, I might invoke thy name. 

Could any Saint provoke that appetite, 

Thou here ſhonld'ſt make mie a French convertite. 
But thou would'ſt not, nor would'ft thonbe content; 
To take this, for my ſecond years true Rent, 

Did this coyn bear anyother ſtamp, than his, 
That you _- power to do, me, to ſay this : 
Since his will is, that to poſteriry, | 

Thou ſhouldſt for life and dearh a pattern be, 
Arid thatthe world ſhould notice haye of this, 
The purpoſe and ch' authority ts his ; _ © 


- Thou art the Proclamation ; and Tam 


The trumpet, at whoſe voicethe people cams, 
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An Elegie en the untimely death of the incomparabl: 
Price HENRY. 


Ook to me faith, and look to my faith, God; 
For both my centers feel chis period, 

Of waight one center, one of greatn-1sis 

And Reaſonis that center, Faith is this ; 

For into' our reaſon flow, and there do end 

All, that chis natural world doth comprehend - 

Quotidian things, and equidiſtant hence, 

Shut in, for man, in one circumference : 

Butfor th! enormous greatneſles, which are 

$0 CER and ſo angulare, 

As is God's Eſſence, place, and providence, 
Where,how, when, whacſouls do, departed hence, 
Theſe things (eccentrique elſe) on faith do ſtrike , 
Yet neither all, nor upon all, alike. 

For reaſon, pur to her beſt extenſion, 
+ (8 Almoſt meers faith, and makes bark centers = : 
n 
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And nothing ever came ſo near to this, 

As contemplation of that Prince we mils, 

For all that faich might credit mankind would, 
Reaſon (till ſeconded, that this Prince would, 

If then leaſt moving of the Center make 

More, thanif whole hell belch'd, the world to ſhake, 
What muſt this do, centers diſtracted ſo, 

That we ſec not what to believe or know ? 

Was it not well believ'd rill now, that he, 

Whoſe reputation was an extaſie, 

On neighbour States, whieh knew not why to wake, 
Till he diſcovet'd what waies he would = tag 
For whom, what Princes angled, when they try'd. 
Met a Torpedoand were ſtupifh'd , 

And others ſtudies, how he would be bent, 

Was his great fathers greateſt inſtrument, 

And aRtiv ſ ſpirit, to convey and ty 

This ſoul of peace to Chriſtianity ? 

Was it not well believ'd; that he would make 
This general peaceth* Eternal overtake, 

And that his times might have ſtrercht out ſo far, 
As to touch thoſe of which they emblemes are ? 
For to confirm this juſt belief, that now 

The laſt daies came, we ſaw heaven did allow, 
Thar, but from his aſpeR and exerciſe, 

In peaceful times rumours of warrs ſhould riſe. 
But now this faith is hereſie : we mult | 

Still ſtay, and vex our great grand-mother, Duſt, 
Oh, is God prodigal ? hath he ſpent his ſtore 
Of plagues onus, andonly now when more 
Would ezſe us muehy doth he grudg miſery, 
And will not let's enjoy our curſe ; to dy 

As for the earth thrown loweſt down of all, 
'*Twere an ambition to deſire to fall, 
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50 God, in our deſire tody, doth know 

Our plot for'eaſe, in being wretched fo ; 
Therefore we live, though ſuch a life we haye; 

As but ſo many mandrakes on his grave, . 

What had his growth and generation done, 
When, what we are his putrefation 

Suſtains in us, Earth which griefs animate * 
Nor hath our world now, other Soul than that; 
And could priefger ſo high as heav'n, that Quire, 
Forgetting this their new joy, would deſire 

(With grief to ſee hin) he had ſaid below, 

To reQtfie our errours they foreknow, 

Is th' other center, Reaſon, faſter then ? 1 
Where ſhould we look for that, now we 'are not mer ? 
For if our Reaſon be our connexion 

Of cauſes, now to us there can be none. 

For, as if all the ſubſtances were ſpent, 

'Twere madnels, to enquire of accident; 

{0 is' to look for reaſon, he being gone, 

The only ſubject reaſon wrought upon, - _ 

If fate have fuch a chain, whoſe divers links 
Induſtrious man diſcerneth; as he thinks, 

When miracle doth come, and fo ſteal in , - 

A new link; man knows not where to begin : 
Ata'much deader fault muſt reaſon be, . S 
Death having broke off ſuch a link as he. 

Bac now; for us, with buſy proof to.come, . . , - 
That we have no reaſon; would proye-we had ſome, 
So would juſt lamentations : . Therefore we 

May ſafelier ſay, that we are dead, than he, 

$0, if our griefs we do not well declare; 

We'have double excuſe, he 's not dead, we are. 

et would not I die yet; for though I be 

00 natrow to think him, as he ishe, 
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(Our Souls beſt baiting and mid-period, 

In her long journey, of conſidering God) 

Yet (no diſhonour) I can reac bim thus, 

As he embrac'd the fires of love, with us, 

Oh may 1, (fince 7 live) but ſee or hear, 

That ſhe-Intelligence which moy'd this ſphear, 
I pardon Fate, my life : who ere thou be, 
Which haſt the noble conſcience, thou arc ſhe, 

I conjure thee by all the charms he ſpoke, 

By th' oaths, which only you two never broke, 
By all the ſouls ye fight, that if you ſee s 
Theſe lines, you wiſh, I knew your hiſtory. 

So much, as you, two mutual heay'ns were here, 
I were an Angel ſinging what you were, 


To the Counteſs of Bedford.; 


MADAM, 


Have learned by thoſe Iavvs Wherein 1 am little conn 

ſant, that he which beſtows any coft upon the dead, oh s 
ges him which is dead, but not his heir, 1 doe not th 
fore ſend this paper to your Ladiſhip , that you ſhould ti 
me for it, or think that I thank you init, your favours i 
benefits to me are ſo much above my merits, that they | 
even above my gratitude, if that were to be judged by wi 
which muſt expreſeit : But, Madam, ſince your woble | 
thers fortune being yours, The evidences alſo concern 
are yours: fo his vertues being yours , the evidences co 


wing thas belong alſo to you, of which by your accepranc 
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maj be one peece, in which quality I humbly preſens it, and 
4s « teſtimony how intirely your family poſſeſſeth 


Your Ladiſhips moſt humble; 
and thankful ſeryant, 


JOHN DONNE, 


—_—— KT. _—_— 
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Obſequies on the Lord Harrington, &c, 
To the Counteſs of Bedford, 


| Air ſoul, which waſt, not only as all ſouk be, 
Then when thou waſt infuſed, harmony, 

ut did't continue fo, and now dolt bear 

part in Gods great Organ, this whole Sphear ; 

flooking up to God, or down to us, 

hou find that any way is pervious, 

_ Wſwixt heav'n andearth, and that mens aQtions dg 

Wome to your knowledg and affeCtions too, 

Wc, and with joy, me to that good degree 

WW! goodneſs grown, that I can ſtudy thee, 

nd by theſe medications refin'd, 

an unapparel and inlarge my mind, 

nd ſo can make by this ſoft exraſie,? | 

Wis place a map of heaven, my ſelf of thee, 

hou ſeeft me here at midnight, nowall reſt, 

imes dead-low water, when all minds diveſt 

0 morrows buſineſs, when'the labourers have 


reſt inbed, that cheit laſt Church-yard grave, | 
R2 Sub- 
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Subje& to change, will ſcarce be @ type of this, 
Now when the Client, whoſe laſt hearing is, 
To morrow, ſleeps, when the condemried man, 
(Who when he opes his eyes, muft ſhut them than 
Again by death,) _— ſzd watch he keep, 
Doth praRtiſe dying by a little ſleep, 
Thouat this midnight ſeeſt me, and as ſoon 
As that ſan riſesto'me,, midnight's noon, 
All rhe world grows tranſparent, and I ſee 
hrough all both Church and Scare, in ſeeing thee , 
nd1 diſcern by fayour of this light, 
My ſelf, the hardyeſt objet of the ſight. 
God is the glaſs; as tou when thou doſt ſee 
Him who ſees all, ſeeſt all concerning thee : 
So, yet 7. quran I comprehend 
All, in theſe mirrours of thy waies and end , 


Though God be onr true glaſs, through which we ſee 


All, ſince the being of all things is he, 

Yertare the trunks which do to us derive 

Things in proportion, fit by perſpeive, | 
Deeds of good men : for by their being here, 
Vertues, indeed remote, ſeem to be near. 

But where can I affirm or where arreſt 

My thoughts on his deeds ? which ſhall I call beſt ? 
For fluid virtue cannot be look'd on, 

Nor can indure a contemplation , 

As bodies change, and as't do not wear 

Thoſe ſpirits, humours, blood I did laſt year, 
And, asif on a ſtream I fix mine eye, 

That drop, which I look'd on, is preſently 

Puſht with more waters from my ſight, and gone : 
So inthis ſea of vertues, cannoone 

Be 'infilted on, Vertues as rivers paſs, 

Yer ſtilt remains that yertuous man there was , 
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ndas if man feed on mans fleſh, and fo 

art of his body to another ow, 

etatthe laſt two perfeR bodies riſe, 

Fſecauſe God knows where every Arome lies . 
, if one knowledge were made of alichoſe, 

ho knew his minutes well, he might diſpoſe 

lis vertues into names, and ranks ; 'bur1 

hould injure Nature, Vertue, and Deſtiny, 

hould I divide and difcontinue ſo' 

ertue, which did in one intireneſs grow, 

r as he that ſhould lay, fpirits are framed 

Fall the pureſt parts that can be nam'd, 

onours not ſpirits half ſo miich, as'he 

hich ſaies they bave no parts; buc fimple be: - 

Ko is't of yertue, for a point and one ' 

re much intirer than a.million, 

id had Fate meant t* haye had his vertuestold, 

would havelethim live to have been old. 

d, then, that vertue in ſeaſon, and, then, this, 

emight have ſeen, and (aid, that now he is 

Itty, now wiſe, now temperate, now jult ; 

1 good ſhort lives, yertues are fain to thrult, 

nd to be ſure betimes to pet a place, 

hen they would exerciſe, laſt time, and ſpace. 

d was it in this perſon, forc'd to be 

Yrlack of time, bis own Epitome. 

) to exhibite in few years as much, 

$all the long breath'd Chroniclers can touch, 

whenan Angel down from heav'n doth fly, 

r quick thought cannor keep him company, 

ecannot think, now he is at the Sun, 


ow through the Moon, now through th* air doth run, 


«when he 'is come, we know he did repair 


0all*twixt Heav'nand Earth,Sun, Moon, and Air ; 
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And as this Angel in an inftant knows, 
And yet we know this ſodain knowledg grows, 
By quick amaſting ſeveral forms of things, 
W hich he ſucceſſively to order brings , 
When they, whoſe ſlow-pac'd lame choughts cannot go - 
So faſt as he, think that he doth not ſo; 
Juſt as a perfeR reader doth not dwell 
On every ſyllable, nor ſtay to ſpell, 
Yec without doubt he doth diſtinQly ſee, 
And lay together every A,andB, 
So, in ſhort liv'd good men, is not underſtood 
Each ſeveral yertue, butthe compound good. 
For, they all yertues paths in that pace tread, 
As Angels go, and know, and as men read. 
O why ſhould then theſe men, theſe lumps of balm 
Sent hither the worlds tempeſt to becalm, 
Before by deeds, they are diffus'd and fpred, 
And ſo make us alive, themſelves be dead ? 
O <onl / O circle . why ſo quickly be 
Thy ends, thy birth, and de-th elos'd upin thee ? 
Since one foot of thy compaſs ſtill was plac'd 
In heav'n, the other might ſecurely have pac'd 
In the moſt large extent through every path, 
W hich the whole world, or mn the abridgment hath. 
Thou know'lt, that though the tropique circles have 
(Yea and thoſe ſmall ones which the Poles engrave,) 
All the ſame roundneſs, evenneſs, and all 
The endleſneſs of th* EquinoRial - 
Yer, when we come to meaſure diſtances, 
How here, how there, the Sun affeRed is, 
When he doth faintly work, and when prevail ; 
Only great circles, then, can beour ſcale ; 
So though thy circle to thy ſelf expreſs 
A!l, tendingto thy endleſs happineſs; 
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And we by our good uſeof it maytry, 
Both how to live well (young) and how to dy, 
Yet ſince we muſt be old, and age indures 
© His Torrid Zone at Courr, and calentures 
Of hor ambition, irreligions ice, 
Zeales agues, and hydroprtique avarice, 
(Infirmities, which need the ſcale of cruth, 
As well as luſt, and ignorance of youth ; ) 
Why didit thou nor tor theſe give medicines too, 
And by thy doing tell us what co do ? 
Though as ſmall pocket-clocks, whoſe every wheel 
E Doth each mif-motion and diſtemper feel, 
Whoſe hands gets ſhiking pallies, and whoſe fig 
(His finews) ſlackens, and whoſe Sol, the ſpring, 
Expires, or languiſhes; whoſe pulſe, the flee, 
Either beats not, or beats unevenly, 
Whoſe voyce, the Zell, doth rattle or grow dumb, 
Or idle, as men, which to their laſt hour come, 
If theſe clocks be not wound, or be wound [til], - 
Orbe not ſer, or ſet at every will; 
$o, youth is eaſteſt ro deſtruQtion, 
If then we follow all, or follow none, 
Yet, asin great clocks, which in ſteeples chime, 
Plac'd ro inform whole towns, to 'imploy their time, 
An errour doth more harm, being generall, 
When ſmall clocks faults only 'on the wearer fall. 
$0 work the faults ofage, on which the eye, 
Of children, ſervants, or the State rely, | 
Why would{t not thou then, which hadſt ſuch a ſou), 1 
A clock fo true, as might the Sun controul, 
And daily had(t from him, who gave itthee, 
InftruRions, ſuch as it could never be 
Diſordered, ſtay here, as a generall 
And great Sun-dyal, to have ſer us All # 
| con | "mY Oh 
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Oh why wouldſt thou be an inſtrument 
To this unnatural courſe, or why conſent 
Tothis, not miracke, but prodigy, 
That when the ebbs _ than flowings be, 
Vertue, whoſe flood did with th youth begin, 
Should fo much faſter ebbe our; than flow in ? | 
Though her flood were blown in, by thy firſt breath, 
All isat once ſunk in the whirle-pool death. * | 
Which word Iwould not name, bur that I ſee | 
Death elſea deſarr,grown a'Court by thee; | | 
Now Iam fure that ifa man would have * 
Good company, hisentry is a grave. 

Me-thinksall Cities, now but Ant-hills be, 
Where when the ſeveral labourers I ſee, 

For children, houſe, proviſion taking pain, 

They are -all but Ants, carrying eggs, ſtraw,and grain; 

And Chorct-yards are our cities, unto which 

The moſt repair, that are in goodneſs rich. ' 

There is the beſt concourſe and confluence, 

There are the holy ſuburbs, and from thence 

Begins Gods City,new Jeruſalem, '' © + 
Which doth extend her-urmoſt pates to them , 

At that gate then, Triumphant foul, doſt.chou 

Begin thy Triumph. Bur ſince laws allow © 

That at the Triumph day, the people may, 

All that they will, 'gainſt the Triumpher ſay, 
Let me here uſethat freedom, and expreſs - 

My grief, though not to make thy triumph leſs. 
By law to Triumphs none admitted be, 

Till they as Magiſtrates get victory, 

Though then to thy force, ail youths foes did yield, 
Yet rill fir time had broupht thee to that field, = 

To which thy rank in this ſtate deſtin'd thee, 

That there thy counſels might get vitory, 
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And ſo in that capacity remoye ; 443 © 
All jealouſies 'twixt Prince and Subjeds love, 
Thou couldſt no title to this/Triumph have, * 
Thou didſt intrude ondeath, uſurpe a grave; :- 
Then (though viRoriouſly) thou had foughtas yet 
But with thine own affeQions, with the hear - | + 1 

Of youths deſires, and colds of ignorance, - - 

But till chou ſhould ſucceſsfully advance, -- 

T hine arms 'gainſt forain enemies, which are - 

Both Envy, and Acclamations popular, 

(For, both theſeEngines equally defeat, 

i hough by adivers Mine, thoſe whichate great): 

Till then thy war. was: but a civil War, + tf 

For which to Triumph. none admitted are;: - :/ -,! 
No more are they, who though with-gooducceſs, 

Ina defenfiye war, their power expreſs. -' + | 

Before men triumph, the dominion +/+ !; - 

Muſt be exlarg'dand not preſery'dalone.; © - 

Why ſhouldſt thou theri, whoſe bartels were to win 

Thy ſelf, from thoſe ſtraits nature put thee in,- 

And to deliver up to'God that ſtate, 

Of which he gave thee the Vicariateg » +» - 

(Which is thy ſoul and body) as intire + © :+»- 

As he, who takes Indentours doth require, 

But didſt not Ray, © inlarge his Kingdom too, - 

By making others, what thou did{trodo,- + | 
Why ſhouldſt thou Triumph now, when Heav'n no more 
Hath got by getting thee, than 'c had before ? 

For, Heay'n and thou, even when thou livedſ here, 

Of one another in poſſeſſion were ; 

But this from Triumph moſt diſables thee, 

That, that place which is conquered, muſt be 

| eft ſafe from preſent war, and likely doubt 

O: imminent commotions to break our ; 
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And hath heleft us ſo? or can itbe 
This territary was-no more than He ? 
No, we were all his charge, the Diocis 
Ofevery exemplar man, the whole world is, 
And he was joynedin commiſſion 
With Tutelar Angels, ſent to every one. 
But though this freedom to npbraid, and chide 
Him who Triumph'd, were lawful, it was ty'd 
With this, thatir might never reference have 
Unto the Senate, who-this triumph gave; 
Men might at Pompey ow: but they might not 
At that Authority by which he got 
Leave to Triumph, before by age he mipht , 
So, thongh triumphant ſoul, I dare to write 
+ Mov'd with a reverential anger, thus, 

That thon fo early wouldſt abandon us , 
YetIam farfrom daring to diſpute 
With chat great ſoveraignty, whoſe Abſolute 
Prerogative hath thus diſpens'd with thee, 
*Gainſt natures laws,which juſt impugners be 
Of eafly triumps; And I (though with pain) 
Lefſen our loſs, <>" thy gain 
Of triumph, when I ſay it was more fit, 
That all men ſhould lack thee, than thou lack it. 
Though then in our times, be not ſuffered 
That teſtimony of love, unto the dead, 
To dy with them, and in their graves be hid, 
As Sax0n wiyes, and French Soldariidid , 
And though in no degree I can expreſs 
Griefin great Alexanders great exceſs, 
Who athis friends death made whole towns diveſt 


Their walls and bulworks, which became them beſt : 


Do not fair foul this ſacrifice retuſe. 
Thatinthy grave I do interr my Muſe, 


Which 


Funeral Elegies. 


Which by my grief, great as thy worth, being caft 
Behind hand, yet hath-ſpoke, and ſpoke her laſt. 


* 
S— 


— — —_— - - 


An Elegicon the Lady Markbare 


Anis the World, anddeath th! Ocean, 
ME: which God-gives the lower-parts ofman, 
This Sea invirons all, and though as yet | 
God hath ſer marks and bounds, *twiztugand-ir, 
Yet doth itroar, and gnaw, and ſtill pretend | 
To break our bank, whenere it rakes a friend: 

Then our land waters (tears of paſſion); vent, 
Our waters then above our fir d, 
(Tears which our Soul doth-for her ſins let fal) 
Toke all a brackiſh taſte, and Funeral. 


And eventhoſe tears, which ſhould waſh ſin, are fin. 


We,after God, new-drown our world again. 
Nothing but man of all-invenom'd things 

Doth work upon it ſelf; with inborn ſtings, 

Tears are falſe *peRtacles, we cannot fee 

Through pafſions miſt; what we are, or what ſhe, 
In her this Sea of death hath made no breach, 

But as the tide dothwaſh the flimy beach, 

And leaves embroider'd works upon the fand, 
Sois her fleſh refin'd by deaths cold hand. 

As men of China, *after an ages ſtay 

Dotake up Porcelane, where they buried Clay ; 
So at this grave, her limbeck (which refines 
The Diamonds, Rubies, Saphires, Pearls and Mines 
Of which, this fleſh was) ber ſoul ſhall inſpire 
Fleſh of ſuch ſtaff; as:God, when his laſt fire 
Annuls this world; to-recompence it ſhall, 

Make and name themuth* Eljxar of this All. 
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They ay, the ſea, when it gaines, loſeth too, | 
If carnal Death (the younger brother) do n 
Uſurp the body ;»'our ſoul, which ſabjeR is 

To thr elder death, by fin, is freed by this; 

They periſh both, when they attempt the juſt , 

For, graves our Trophies are, and both death's duſt, 
So, unobnoxious now ſhe hath buried both ; 

For, none to death fins, that to ſin is loath, 

Nor do they dy, which are not loath to die, 

So hath ſhe this andthar virginity. 

Grace was in her extremely diligent, 

That kept her from fin, yet made her repent. 

Of what ſmall ſpots pure white complaines | Alas, 
How little poiſon cracks a cryſtal:plaſs? 

She _— juſtenough to let us ſee 

That God's Word muſt be true, All finners be. 

So much didzeal her conſcience rarifie, 

That extreme truth lack'd little of a lie; 

Making omiſſions aQts; laying the touch 

Of ſin, on things that ſometime may be ſuch. - 

As Moſes Cherubins, whoſe natures do : 

Surpaſsall ſpeed, by him are winged coo : 

So would her ſoul, alteady.*in heaven, ſeem then, 
Toclimb by tears, the common ſtairs of men. 

How fit ſhe was for God, I am content 

To ſpeak, that death his vain haſt may repenr. 

How fit for us, how even and bow ſweet, 

How good in all her titles, and how meer, 

To have reform'd this forward hereſie, 

That women canno parts of friendſhip be ; 

How Moral, how Divine, ſhall not be told, F 
Leſt they thar hear her vertucs;chinbher o1d;.  -... .-: .: 
And leſt we take deaths part, and make him glad -: : 
Ofſuch a prey, and'to his triumph add;  - 


-— 
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Elegie os Miftric Boulſtred, 


Dim I recant, and fay Unfaid by me 
What ere harh ſlip'd, that might diminiſh thee, 


Spiritual treaſon, atheiſm ris, roſay, - -- 

That __ thy Summons diſobey. * -., 

Th' earths face is but oy Table, there are ſer 
Plants, cattel, men, diſhes for Death to eat. 

In a rude hunger now he millions draws ; - 

Into his bloody, or plaguy, or ſtery'd jaws. 

Now he will ſeem to'ſpare and doth more waſte, 
Eatingthe beſt firſt, well preſerv'd to laſt, 

Now wantonly he —_— andeats us not, 

But breaks off friends, and lets us piecemeal rot. 
Nor will this earth ſerve him ; he ſinks the Deep 
Where harmleſs fiſh Monaſtique ſilence keep. 
Who (were Death dead) the Rows of living ſand 
Might ſpung that element, and make ir land. 

He rounds the air, and breaks the hymnique notes 
In birds, Heavens choriſters, organique throats, 
Which (if they did not dy) might ſeem to be 

A tenth rank in the heavenly hierarchie. 


O ſtrong and long-liv'd Death, how cam'ſt thou in? 


And how without Creation didſt begin # 
Thou haſt, and ſhalt ſee dead, before thoudyeſt, 
All the four Monarchies, and Antichriſt, 

How could I ehink thee nothing, that ſee now 

In allthis All, nothing elſe is, but thou ? 

Our births and lives, vices and vertues, be 
Waſteful conſumptions, and degrees of thee. 
For, we to live, our bellows wear, and breath, 
Nor are we mortal, dying; dead, bur death. 
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And though thou beeſt (O mighty bird of pre 
So machined by God, that chou muſt ly P 
All cthatthou kill {t at his feet, yer doth he 
Reſerve but few, and leaves the moſt for thee. 
And of thoſe tew, now thou haſt overthrown 
One whom thy blow makes, not ours, nor thine own; 
She was more ſtories high : hopeleſs ro come 
To her Soul, thou 'haſt offer'd at her lower room. 
Her Soul and body was a King and Court : 
But thou haſt both'of Captain miſs'd and fort, 
As houſes fall not, though che Kings remoye, 
Bodies of Saints reſt for their ſouls above. 
Death gets *twixrſouls and bodies ſuch a plate 
As in infinuates*twixt juſtmen andgrace, 
Both work a ſeparation, no divorce, 
Her Soul is gone to-uſher up her Coarſe, 
W hich ſhall be almoſt another ſoul; for there 
Bodies are purer than beſt ſouls are here. | 
Becauſe in her, her vertues did outgo 
Her years, would'{t thou, O emulousdeath,do fo, 
And kill her young to thy loſs? miſt the coſt 
Of beauty and wir, apt co do harm, be loſt? 
What though thou found'{t her proof 'gainſt fins of youth ? 
Oh, every age a divers fin purſu'th. 
Thou ſhould'ſt have ſtay'd, and taken better hold, 
Shortly ambitious; coverons, when old, 
She might have prov'd : and ſuchdeyorion 
Might once have ſtray'd to ſuperſtition, 
Ifall her yertues muſt have grown, yet might 
Abundant vertue *have bred a proad delight, 
Had ſhe perſever'd juſt, there would have been 
Some that would ſin, mif-thinking ſhe did fin. 
Such as would call her friendſhip love, and fain 
To ſociableneſs a name prophane, 


YE en ws wood Do ct CS Las 


or ſinby vemge 
By wiſhing, 

Thus mightſt th 
Thy ſelf,and co triumph 
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or, notdaring that, 
they never Sb what, 

haveſſlain more ſouls hadſt thou not croſt 

, thinearmy loft. 

Yet thoughtheſe waics be loſt, thou haſt left one, | 

Which is, immoderace grief that ſhe is gone; 

But we may ſcape that fin, yet weepas much, 


Our tears are due, becauſe weare not ſuch: 


Some tears that knot of friends, her death muſt coſt, 
Becauſe the chain is broke, though ng link loſt. 


_— 


D— 
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By our long ſtriving hopes 


Begot in thee, and by the memory 


Of hurts, which ſpies and rivals threatned me; 


Y our firſt ſtrange and fatal interview 

By all deſires which-thereof did enſue, 
, by thatremorſe 
Which my words maſculine perſwaſive force 


I calmly beg. But by thy fathers wrath, 


By allpains, which want and divorcement hath, 


I conjure thee, and all the oaths which 1 


And thou have ſworn to ſeal joynt conſtancy, 


I here unſwear, and overſwear them thugs, 
Thou ſhalt not love by means ſo dangerous. 
Temper, O fair love, loves impetuous rage, 


Be my true Miſtris, not my faigned 
[ll go, and, by thy kind leave, leave 


ee 


Thee, only worthy to nurſe in my mind, 
Thirſt ro come back, O if thoudic before, 
Mydoul from other lands to thee hall ſoar, 
Thy (eſe almighty) beaury cannot move 


Rage from the Seas, northy lovetcach them love, 


oe 
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Nor tame wild Boreas harſhneſs;Thou haſt read: 


| How roughly he in pieces ſhivered - - 
- The fair Orithea, whom-he ſwore heloy'd. 


Fall ill or good, 'tis madneſs to have proy'd 
Dangers unurg'd ; feed onthis flattery, 

That abſent Lovers one in tother be... 
Difſemble nothing, not a boy, nor change 

Thy bodies habit, nor minde; benot ſtrange 

To thy ſelf only. All will ſpy inthy face 

A blaſhing womanly diſcovering grace. 

Richly cloath'd Apes, are calld Apes, and as ſoon 
Eclips'd as bright we call the Moon the Moon, 
Men of France, changeable Chamelions, 

Spittles of diſeaſes, ſhops of faſhions, 

Lives fuellers, and the righteſt company 

Of Players, which upon the worlds ſtage be, 

Will too too quickly know thee ; and alas, 

Th* indifferent 7raliav, aswe pals 

His warm land, well content to think thee Page, 
Will hunt thee with ſuch luſt, and hideous rage, 
As Lot's fair gueſts were yext, But-none of theſe 


Nor ſpungy. Aydroptique Dutch ſhall thee diſpleaſe, H 


If thou ſtay here. O-ſtay here, for, for thee 
England is only a worthy Gallery, 

To walk in expeQation, till from thence 
Our'pgreateſt King call thee to his preſence. 
WhenlI am gon, dream me ſome Ck, 
Nor letthy looks our long hid love confeſs, 
Nor praiſe, nor diſpraiſe me, nor bleſs, nor curſe, 
Openly loves force, nor in bed fright thy Nurſe 
With midnights ſtartings, crying out, oh, oh, 
Nurſe, O my loves ſlain, I aw himgo _ 
O'rethe white Alpes alone; I ſaw him, T, . 


 AMﬀuld, fight, raken, ſtabb'd, bleed, fall, and dy: 


# 
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Augure me better chance, except dread Jove 
Think it enough for me to bave had thy love; 


On himſelf. 


Y Fottune and my choice this cuſtome break, 
M When we are ſpeechleſs grown,to make ſtones ſpeak: 
Though no ſtone tell thee what 1 was, yet thou 
In my graves inſide ſeeſt what thou art now : 
Yet thou art not yet ſo good, till death us lay 
Toripe and mellow here, weare ſ{taborn Clay, l 
Parents make us earth, and ſouls dignifie | 
Us to be glaſs ; here to, grow gold welie , 
Whilſt in our ſouls ſin bred and pamper'd is; 
Our ſouls become worm-eaten carcaſles; 
So we our ſelves miraculouſly deſtroy, q 
Here bodies with ſeſs miracle enjoy _ 
Such priviledges, enabled here to ſcale 
Heaven, when the Trumpets ayre ſhall then exhale, 
Hear this, and mend thy ſelf, and thou mendſt me; 
By making me being dead, do good for thee, 
And think me well compos'd, that I could now 
A liſt-ſick hour to ſyllables allow. 


——_———_— 


Elegit, 


MaD AM; F201 08 | 
| bp I might make your Cabinet my tomb, _ 
And for my fame, which 1 love next my ſoul, 
Next to my foul provide the happieſt room, 
Admir to that place this Jaſt funeral ſcrowl, ; 
| RE Others 
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Others by Wills give Legacies, but I 
Dying, of you do beg a Legacy. 


My fortune and my will this cuſtom break, 

When weare ſenſeleſs grown to make ſtones ſpeak, 
Though no ſtone tell thee what I was, yet thou 

In my graves inſide ſee what thou art now: 

Yer th' art not yet ſo good, till us death lay 

To ripeand mellow there, ware ſtubborn clay, 
Parents make us earth, and ſouls dignifie 

Us ro be glaſs, hereto grow gold we ly, 

Whilſt in our ſoulsſin bred and pamper'd is, 

Our ſouls becom worm-eaten Carcaſſes. 


— 


Elegy on Miftris Boulſtred, 


Eath be nor proud, i hand gave not this blow, 
Zin was her captive, whence thy power doth flow, 
The executioner of wrath thou arr, 
But to deſtroy the juſt is not thy part. 
Thy comming, terrour, anguiſh, prief denonnces, 
Her happy ſtate, courage, eaſe, joy pronounces. 
From out the Cryſtal palace of her breſt, 
The clearer ſoul was call'd to endleſs reſt, 
(Not by the thundering voice, wherewith God threats, 
Bur, as with crowned vaints in heaven he treats, ) 
And, waited on by Angels, home was brought, 
To joy thar ic through many dangers fought, 
The key of mercy gently did unlock 
The doors 'twixt heaven andit, when life did knock, 
Nor boaſt, the faireſt frame was made thy prey, 
Becauſe to morcal eyes it did decay ; Ee 
| otter 


ms 
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A better witneſsthan thou art aſſures, 
Thar though difloly'd, it yeta ſpace endures ; 
No dram thereof ſhall want or loſs ſuſtain, 
When her beſt ſoul inhabits it again. 
Go then to people curit before they were, 
Their ſouls in Triumph to thy conquelt bear, 
Glory not thou thy ſelf in theſe hot tears 
W hich our face, not for her; but our harm wears; 
The mourning livery given by Grace, not thee, 
W hich wills our ſouls in theſe ſtreams waſhe ſhou!'d be, 
And on our hearts, her memories beſt tomb, 
In chis her Epitaph doth write thy doom. 
Blind were thoſe eyes, faw not how bright did thine 
Through fleſhes miſty vail choſe beams divine, 
Deaf were the eares, not charm'd with that ſweet ſound 
W hich did i'th' ſpirits intrued voice abqund; 
Of flint the conſcience, did not yeeld and melt, 
At what in herlaitaR ir ſaw and felc, 

Weep nor, nor grudg then, to have loſt her ſight, 
Tauphe chus, our after ſtayes but a ſhort night; 
Put by all ſouls not by corruption choaked 
{.et in high rais'd notes that power be invoked, 
Calm the rough ſeas, by which ſhe ſails to reſt, 
} rom ſorrows here, to a kingdom ever bleſt. 
Andrezch this hymn of her with joy, and ſing, 

The grave no conqueſt gets, Death hath no ſtings 


— —— WE 
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COLE, that to this houſe ſcarce kriew the way; 
ſs, Oh, heir of ir, our Allis bis Pay. 

This ſtrange chance claims firange wonder, and to us 
Nothips can be ſo firange, as to weep thus, | 


S 2 "Tis 


260 Poems. 


Tis well, his lifes loud ſpeaking warks deſerve, 

And give praiſe roo, our cold tongues could not ſerve ; 
*Tis well, he kept tears from our eyes before, 
That to fit chis deep ill, we might have ſtore, 
Oh, if a ſweet-bryer climb up by a tree, 

If to paradiſe that tranſplanted be, 

Or fe!ll'd, and burnt for holy ſacrifice, 

yet, that muſt wither, which by it did riſe, 
As we for him dead : though no family 

*Ere riggd a ſoul for heavens diſcovery 

With whom more Venturers more boldly dare 
Venture their ſtates, with him in joy to ſhare, 

We looſe what all friends lov'd, him, he gains now 
But life by death, which worſt foes would allow, 
If he could have foes, in whoſe practiſe grew 

All vertues, whoſe name ſubtle Schook-men knew; 
What eaſe, can hope that we ſhall ſee him, beger, 
When we muſt dy firſt, and cannot dy yet ? 

His children Ge ki pictures, Oh they be 
PiQtures of him dead, ſenſlefs, cold as he. 

Here needs'no marble tomb, ſince he is gone, 

He, and about him, his, are turn'd to ſtone. 


LY 
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The end of Funeral Elegies. 
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Upon Ar. Thomas Coryats Crudities, 


H to what height will love of greatneſs drive 
[hy learned ſpirit, Se/qui-/uperlative ? 
Venice vaſt lake thou haſt / Xo. and would ſeek than, 
Some vaſter thing, and found'ſt a Courtizan, 
That in-land Sea, having diſcovered well, 
A Cellar gulf, where one might fail to hell R 
rom 
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From Heyaelberg, thou long'ſt to ſee : and thou 
This book, greater than all, produceſt now. 

Infinite work, which doth fo far extend, 

That none can ſtudy itto any end. 

'Tis no one ching, it is not fruit nor root, 

Nor poorly limited with head or foor. 

If man be therefore man, becauſe he can 

Reaſon and laugh, thy book doth half make man. 
One half being made, thy modeſty was ſuch, 

That thou on th* other half wouldſt never touch, 
When wilc thou be at full, great Lunatique ? 

Not till thou exceed the world ? Canſt thou be like 
A proſperous noſe-born wen, which ſometimes grows 
To be tar greater than the mother noſe? 

Go then, and as to thee when thou didſtpo, 
Munſter did Towns and Gefner Authors ſhow ; 
Mount now to Gallo-belgicus ; appear * 

As deep a Stateſman as a Garretteir, b. 

Homely and fmiliarly, wheh thou cont back, 
Talk of #5, Conquerour, and Prefer Zack. 

Go baſkful man, leſt here thou bluſh to look 

Upon the rogue ofthy glorious book, 

To which both Indies ſacrifices ſend , 

The Weſt ſent gold, which thou didſt freely ſpend, 
Meaning to ſee'c no more upon the preſs. 

The Eaſt ſends hither her deliciouſneſs , 

And thy leaves muſt embrace what comes from hence 
The Myrthe, the Pepper; and the Frankincenſe. 
This magnifies thy leaves, but if they ſtoop 

To neighbour wares, when Merchants do unhoop 
Voluminous barrels ; ifthy leaves do then 

Convey theſe wares in parcels unto men, 

It for yaſt Tuns of Currants, and of Figs, 

Ot medicingl and Aromatique twigs, 
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Thy leaves abetter method do provide, 
Divide to pounds, and ounces ſub-divide ; 

If they ſtoop lower yer, and vent our wares 
Home-manufaRtures to thick popular Fairs, 

If omni-pregnant there, upon warm ſtalls, 
They batchall wares for which the bayer calls , 
Then thus chy leaves we juſtly may commend, 
That they all kind of matter comprehend. 
Thus thou, by means which th* Ancients neyer took, 
A PandeR mak, and univerſal book, 

The braveſt Heroes for publike good, 

Scattered in divers lands their limbs and blood. 
Worſt malefaRors, to whom men are prize, 

Do publike good, cut in Anatomies , 

So will thy book in-peeces ; for q:Lord 

W hich caſts at-Porteſcues, and all the board 
Provide whole books, each leafenough will be 
For friends to paſs tiggg, and keep company. 

Can all carouſe up thee? no, thou mult fic 
Meaſures ; and fill out for the thalf-pintwit : 

Some ſhall wrap pills, and fave a friends life ſo, 
Some ſhall ſtop muskets, and ſo kill a foe. 

Thou ſhalt not eaſe the Criticks of next age 

$9 much, as once their hunger to aſſwage : 

Nor ſhall wir-pirats hope to finde thee ly 

| All in one bottom, in one Library. 
Some leaves, may paſte {trings there in other books, 
And ſo one may, which on another looks, 

Filfer, alas, a little wit from you; 

But hardly much; and yer I think this true. 

As $ibits was, your book is myſiical, 

For every peece is as much worth as all, - 

+ Therefore mine impotency I confeſs, - 

The healchs which my brain bears muſt be far leſs: 
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Thy Gyant-wit *orethrows me, I am gone , 
And rather than read all, I would read none. 


1. D. 


Sonnet. The Token, 


End me ſome Tokens, that my hope may live, 
> Or that my eaſeleſs thoughts may ſleep and reſt; 
Send me ſome honey to make ſweet my hive, 
That in my paſſions I may hope the beſt. 
[ beg nor ribbond wrought with thine own hands, 
To knit our loves in the fantaſtick ſtrain 
of new-touch't youth , nor Ring to ſhew the ſtands 
Of our affeRion, that asthat's round and plain, 
Fo ſhould our loves meet in ſimplicity, 
No, nor the Corals which thy wriſt infold, 
Lac'd up together in congruity, | 
To ſhew our thoughts ſhould reſt inthe ſame hold. 
No, nor thy picture, though moſt gracious, ” = 
And moſt deſired, *cauſe *tis like the belt ; 
Nor witty Lines, which are-moſt copious, | 
Wichin the Writings which thou haſt addreſt. 
Send men or this, nor that; increaſe my ſcore, 
Buc ſwear thou thinkſt I loye thee, and no. more. 
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| Tfploms vulgar lingua ſcript e teftantur liters nos amico- 
rum meminiſſe, ſed aliena, nos de illis meditari. Inil- 
lis enim affulgent nobis de amicis cogitatiuncule , ſed mt 
matutine ftelle tranſeunt, & evaneſcunt : In his autem he- 
remns, & immoramur, © amicos uti folem ipſum permas- 
nentem nobiſcum degentemque contemplamur ;, Habes car la- 


rine. Ipſius etiam ſcribendi audi rationem. | Peto conſilium, ' 


in quo ſmnl amicitiam profiteor meam , tuamque agnoſcs : 
Erenim non libenter noſmetipſos exuimus ant ingenii pruden- 
tieve drtibus aliorum nos fatemur iudigos. Nec certe quic- 
quam quiſquam ( fit modo ingenuns) ' ei denegabit A quo con- 
folium petiit,"', Duod enim divina ſapientia extremum chari- 
ratis terminum poſuerat , animan ponere , iaem regularum 
Eccleſie trattatores ( qued ipfimet Canomici craſſam equita- 
tem vocant) de fama & honere cedendum aſſerunt & uſur- 
pant. Certe, non tam beneficits obnoxii quam conſolics reddi- 
mur. Sed ad rem. Philoſophentur otioftores, aut quibus otia 
ſua negotia appellare Inbet : Nobis enim nas dudum per(picui 
ſumns & feneſtrati , Eluceſcit mihi nova, nec inopportuna, 
nec inutilis ( paulo quam optarum fortaſſis magis inhonora) 
occaſio extera viſexdi regna , liberoſque perquam amantiſſi- 
me comugs chariſſima pignora , ceteraque hujus anre oble- 
TFamenta, aliquot ad annos relinquendi, De hoc wt tecum 
os | agerem 
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aferem te convenire cupio. Dnod (tf; nec id recuſem) nol» 


lem in edibus Barlotianis, Habeo cur abſtineam. Amici. 
tie enim nec veterts, nec ita ſtrike munera paulo quam wetear 
imprudentiors impetu mibi videor ibi peregiſſe. Prandete fi 
vacat foras aut canare, horulamve perdere pemeridianam, aut 
matutinam, liceat mihi {Ind apud Rabbinam 'Tincombam 
jam commorants per te intelligere, &, ſatis mii fiet.. Tnte- 
rim ſeponas ore chartulas meas, quas cum ſponſione cite redhi= 
bitionss (ut barbare, ſed cum ingenioſiſſimo Appollinari It 
quar) accepiſti. Inter quas, ſs epigramniata mea Latina, 
Catalogas librorum ſatyricus non (unt, non; ſunt ; extremum 
jndicium, hoc eft, manum ultimant jamjam ſubiture ſunt. 
Earum nonnulle Purgatorium ſuum paſſure, ut correttic 
res emanent, Alia quorum me inſcio in. mundum erepſerunt;, 
exempla tamen in arce typis igne abſumpta fatebuntay ſe. Ime 
ad Inferos damnata eſſe. Relique que ant virgines ſunt (ni 
quod a multis contreitate ) ant ita infeliciter-ſteriles, ut ab 
illis nulla ingenita ſunt exemplaria, penitus in annihilationem 
( quod flagitioſsſſimiss non minatur Deus) corraent + aila- 
bentur, Vale & amore meo fruere, quem Yyetat fortuna: ſola 
ne uti poſſis. Et niſs animo candido ingenuave mea libertate 
gaudere malis, habe tibi mancipium 
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DE LIBRO CUM MUTUARETUR, 
Impreflo, Domi 2 pueris fruſtratim lacerato, 
& poſt redcito Manuſcripto, 


DoRiſſimo Amicifſimoque y. D.D. Andrews. 


P7 rturiunt madido que nixu prela, ricepta, 
Sed que ſcripta mans ſunt, veneranda may i. 

Tranſit in Sequanam Manu, Viltoris tn edes, 
Et Francofurtum, te revehente meat. 

Qui liber in pluteos, blattis, cinerique reliftor, 
$5 modo ſit prels ſanguine tiniFus, abit, 

Accedat calamo ſcriptus, reverenter habetur, 
Involat © weterum ſcrinia ſumma Patrum. 

Dicat Apollo modum ,, Pueros infundere libro 
Nempe vetuſt atem canitiemque novo. 

Nil mirum, medico pueros de ſemine natos, | 
Hec nova fata lhe poſſe e deds([e n0V0., - 


$1 veterers fareunt, pueri, qui nuperus, Anno 


ole Pater, Twroenem, me dabit arte, ſenem ? 4 
Fes miſerss (emibhus ! nos vertit dara ſenefFns l 
Omnes in nreres, nemmem at 11 FuVenem. k 
oc tibit leryafts Dreſtandum, Antsque Dierwm, (c 
Duovile, & vivit, & juveneſcit Adam. p 
Interen, wfterme fallamus tedia vite, . 
[:ors, ** Coloum emula amicitia; 4 
Hos inter, qui a te mh; vedditus ito libellas, ; 
Non mihi tam charss, tam mtas, ante fuit, : 


I. D. , 
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To Sir H. G. 


| 


| 


Send not my Letters as tribute, nor intereſt, nor re- 
compence, nor for commerce, nor as teſtimonials of 
y love, nor provokers of yours, nor to juſtifie my cu- 
ome of writing, nor for a vent and utterance of my me- 
litations ; For my Letters are either above or under all 
uch offices, yet I write very affeRionately, and I chide 
2nd accuſe my ſelf of diminiſhing thataffeRion which ſends 
them, when ] ask my ſelf why. Only Lam fure that I de- 
ire that you might have in your hands ſetters of mine of 
all kindes, as conveyances and deliverers of me to you, 
whether you accept me as a friend, or as a patient, or as a 
penitent, or as a Bedes-man, for 1 decline no juriſdition, 
nor refuſe any tenure, I would not 'open. any door upon 
you, but look in when you open it. Angels have not, nor 
iffe& not other knowledg of one another, than they liſt 
0 reveal to one another. It is then in this onely, that 
iriends are Angels, that they are capable and fit for ſuch re- 
relations when they are offered. If atanytime 1 ſeem to 
lindy you more inquiſitively, itis for noother end, but ro 
know how to preſent you to God, in my prayers, and what 
to ask of him for you; for even that holy exerciſe may 
not be done inopportunely, . no nor importunely. I finde. 
little errour inthat Grecians counſel, who ſayes, If thou 
ik any thing of God, offer ' no ſacrifice, nor ask elegant- 
ly,nor vehemently, but remember that thou wouldſt not 
five to ſuch an asker, Nor is his other countryman, who, 
affirms , ſacrifice of blood to be ſo unproportionable to 
God, that perfumes, though much more ſpiritual, are 
toogroſs, yea words, which are ourſubtleſt and delicateſt 
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outward creatures,being compoſed of thoughts and breath, 
are ſo muddy, ſo thick,that our thoughts themſelves are {q, 


becauſe (except at the firſt riſing) they are ever leavere fl 


with paſſions and affeRions. And that advantage of new: 
er familiarity with God. Which the AR of incarnation 
Save us, is grounded upon Gods aſſuming us, not our go- 
ingto him, And onr acceſſes to his preſence are bu 
his deſcents into ts, And when we ger any thing by pray 
er, he gave us before hand the thing" and the petition; 
for, I-ſcarce think any ineffeRual prayer free from both ſi 
and the puniſhment of fin: Yet as God ſepoſed a ſe 
venth of our time for his exteriour worſhip, and as his C br: 
ſtian Churchearly preſented hima Type of the whole year 
ina Lent, and after impoſed the obligation of canonique 
hours, conſtituting thereby moral Sabbaths every day. Ian 
far from dehorting thoſe fixed deyotions : But I had ri 
ther it were beſtowed upon thankſgiving than petition,upon 
praiſe than prayer : Not that God is indeared by that, or 
wearied by this; All is one inthe receiver, but not inthe 
ſender. And thatiks doth both offices. For nothing doth 
ſo innocently provoke new graces, as gratitude. 1 would 
alſo rather make ſhort prayers than extend them, though 
God can neither be ſurpriſed,nor beſieged : for long pray- 
ers have more of the aa , as arnbition of eloquence, anda 
complacency in the work, and more of the devil by often 
diſtractions: For after in the beginning we have well 1 
treated God to hearken, we ſpeak no more to him. Even 
thisletter is ſome example of ſach infirmity ; which being 
intended for a letter,js extended and ſtrayed into aHomily. 
And whatſoever is-not what ,it was purpoſed, is work. 
Therefore it ſhall at laſt end like a lerter by aſſuring youl 
am, &c, 7 & 

X T1 
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To Sir H.G. 


"F $1R, 
hy Ns hath made all bodies like , by mingling and 
kneading up the ſame elements in every one. And 
© Mamongſt men, the other nature, cuſtom, hath made eye- 
ry mind like ſome other. We are patterns or copies, we 
« inform or imitate. Buras he hath not preſently arrain'd 
to write a good hand, which hath equalled one excellent 
Maſter-in his A, anocber inhis B, much leſs he which hath 
n © ſought ali the excellent maſters, and employed all his time 
+ to exceed in one letter, becauſe not ſo much an excellen. 
nn {cy of any nor every one, 23 an evenneſs and proportion, 
x (and reſpec to one another gives ihe pertection ; So is no 
man vertuous by parcicular example. Not he which doth 
all aRions to the pattern of the moſt valiant, or liberal, 
which Hiſtories afford : Nor he which chuſes from every 
one their beſt ations, and thereupon doth ſometking like 
thoſe, Perchance ſuch may be in via perſeciendoruam, which 
Divines allow co Monaſtical life , but not Perfectorum , 
which, by them is onely due to Prelacy , for vertue is even, 
and continual, and the ſame, and can therefore break no 
where, nor admit ends, nor beginnings; It is not on- 
ly not broken, but not tyed together, He is not vertu- 
ous, out of whoſe ations you can pick an exceilent one, 
Vice and her fruirs may be ſeen , becauſe they are thick 
dodies, bur not virtue , which is all light, And vices 
ave ſwellings and fits, and noiſe, becauſe being ex- 
teams, they dwell farre aſunder, and they maintain : 
oth a forraign war againſt yertue, and a dvil againſt | 
one 
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one another, and affect ſoveraipnty, as vertue doth focie 
The later Phyſitians ſay, that = our natural inborg of © 
ſervative is corrupted or waſted, and mult be reſtoredhy 
like extracted from other bodies, the chief care is, th 
che mummy have in it no excelling quality, but an equi 
digeſted temper : And ſuch is true vertue. But men yh 
have preferred money before all, think they deal hong 
rably with vertue, if they compare her with mony : An 
think, chat as money is not called baſe, till the allay exce 
the pure; So, they are vertuous enough if they hay 
enough to make their ations currant, which is, if eithe 
chey get praiſe, or (in a lower abaſing) if they incurr nd 
infamy or penalcy, But you know who ſaid, Anguſta 
mocentia eſt ad legem bonum eſſe, which rule being given fi 
poſitive laws , ſevere miſtakers apply even to Get law 
and (perchance againſt his commandment) bind then 
ſelves to his counſels, beyond his laws. Burt they ar 
worſe, that think that becauſe ſome men formerly wat 
ful, live better with half their rents, than they did wit 
all, being now advantaged with diſcretion and experience 
therefore our times need leſs morzl virtue than the firl, 
becauſe we have Chriſtianity, which is the uſe and appl: 
cation of all yertue. As though our religion were but 
art of thrift, to make a little vertue go farr, For as plent: 
ful ſprings are fitreſt, and beſt become large Aquedud 
ſo doth much vertne ſuch a ſteward and officer as ! 
Chriitian. Bur I muſt not give you a Homily for a letter, | 
faid a great while ſince, that cuſtom made men like , We 


that we love not buſineſs. This therefore ſhall not be to 
you nor me a buſy letter. I end with a Probleme, whoſe 
errand is, to ask for his fellows. I pray before you ingul 
your ſelf in the Progreſs, leave them for me, and fuc! 


other of my papers as you will lend me till your _ 
Y ; 


Letters. 27x 


And beſides this allegorical lending, lend me 'truly your 
counſels. And love God and me, whilſt I love him and 


by 999. 


——— ___cc,}__—_—_ 
— 


To the La.G. 


Ss MADAM, 

MT Am not come out of E»g/and, if Tremain in the nobleſt 
] Jar of it, your minde, Yet confeſs, it isto0 much di. 
.M minution to call your mind any part of England, or this 
I world, ſince every part even of your body, deſerves titles 
of higher dignity. No Prince would be loath to die, that 
Y were aſſured of ſo fair a tomb to preſerve his memory ; 
But I have a greater advantage then ſo ; for, ſince there is 
arcligionin friendſhip, and a death in abſence, to make 
ro up an incire friend, there muſt be an heayen too: and there 
(+. can be no heaven ſo proportional to thatreligion, and that 
ih death, as your favour, and I am gladder that it is a heaven, 
ce than chat it werea Court or any other high place of this 
6} world becauſe I am likelier to have a room there,than here, 
pl and better cheap: Madam, my beſt treaſure is time, and 
an} "y beſt imployment of that (next my thoughts of thank- 
16-}} fulneſs for my Redeemer) isro ſtudy good wiſhes for you, 
q, 12 whic 1, I am by continual meditation, fo learned, char 
2 *nycrearure (excepr your own good Angel) when ic would 
- 1] 4 you molt good, might be content to come and take in- 
veſ8 !truRtions from 


Your humble and affeftionate 


oF Amyens the 
{Ml 7. of Febr, ſervant, 
af here 161 1, 
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one another, and affect ſoveraignty, as vertue doth fociety 
The later Phyſicians ſay, that when our natural inbory Dre 
ſervative is corrupted or waſted, and muſt be reſtored by a 
like extracted from other bodies, the chief care is, th 
the mummy have in it no excelling quality, but an equall 

digeſted temper : And ſuch is true vertue. Bur men who 
have preferred money before all, think they deal honoy- 
rably with vertue, if they compare her with mony : And 
think, chat as money is not called baſe, till the allay exceed 
the pure; So, they are vertuous enough if they haye- 
enough to make their ations currant, which is, if either 
they get praiſe, or (in a lower abaſing) if they incurr not 
Infamy or penalty. But you know who ſaid, Angyſta in- 
mocentia eſt ad {ger bonum eſſe, which rule being given for 
poſitive laws , ſevere miſtakers apply even to Ges law, 
and (perchance againſt his commandment) bind them- 
ſelves to his counſels, beyond his laws. Bur they are 
worle, that think that becauſe ſome men formerly waſte- 
ful, live better with half their rents, than they did with 
all, being now advantaged with diſcretion and experience, 
therefore our times need leſs morzl yirtue than the firſt, 
becauſe we have Chriſtianity, which is the uſe and appli 
cation of all yertue. As though our religion were bur an 
art of tlirift, to make a little vertue go farr, For as plent- 
ful ſprings are fitreſt, and beſt become large Aquedudts, 
fo doth much vertne ſuch a ſteward and officer as 
Chriſtian. But I muſt not give you a Homily for a letter, [ 
faid a great while ſince, that cuſtom made men like ; We 
- who have been accuſtomed to one another are like in this, 
that we love not buſineſs. This therefore ſhall not be to 
you nox me a buſy letter. I end with a Probleme, whole 
errand is, to ask for his fellows. I pray before you ingult 
your ſelf in the Progreſs, leave them for me, and ſuc! 


other of my papers as you will lend me till your m_ 
_— DE Ons : 
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And beſides this allegorical lending, lend me "truly your 
counſels. And love God and me, whilſt I love him and 


you, 


—— __ EC 
— 


To the La.G. 


MADAM, 

Am not come out of Eg/and, if T remain in the nobleſt 
| of it, your minde, Yet teconfeſs, .it isto0 much di- 
minution to call your mind any part of England, or this 
world, ſince every part even of your , deſerves titles 
of higher dignity. No Prince would be loath to die, that 
were aſſured of ſo faic a romb to preſerve his memory ; 
But I have a {oe advantage then ſo ; for, ſince there is 
areligion in friendſhip, and a death in abſence, ro make 
up an incire friend, there muſt be an heayen too: and there 
can be no heaven ſo proportional to thatreligion, and that 
death, as your favour, and I am gladder that it is a heaven, 
than chat it were a Court or any other high place of this 
world becauſe I am likelier to have a room there, than here, 
and better cheap: Madam, my beſt treaſure is time, and 
my beſt imployment of that (next my thoughts of thank- 
ulneſs for my Redeemer) isto ſtudy good wiſhes for you, 
In whic .1, I am by continual: meditation, ſo learned, char 
any crearure (except your own good Angel) when ic would 
do you moſt good, might be content ro come and take in- 


[trutions from 

Your humble and affefttionate 
Amyens the 
7. Of Febr, Gena, 
here 161 1, 


].D, 
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To my honored friend G, G. Eſquire. 


SIR, LY 

Neg your. ſetters, nor ſilence, needs excuſe ; your 

friendſhip is to me an abundant poſſeſſion, chotgh 
you remember me but twice ina year: He that could hay 
two harveſts in that time, might juſtly value his land-at a 
high rate; but, Sir, as we do not only then thank our land; 
when we garher the fruit, but acknowledg that all the year 
ſhe doth many motherly offices in preparing it : ſo 1s not 
friendſhip than only to be eſteemed, when ſhe is delivered 
of aletter, or any other real office, but in her continual 
propenſneſs and inclination to doe it. This hath made me 
ealte in pardoning my long filences, and in promiſing my 
ſelf your forgiveneſs for not anſwering your letter ſooner, 
For my purpoſe of proceeding in the profeſſion of the law, 
ſo far as-to a title you may be pleaſed to eorreR that ima- 
gination; whereſoever you find it: I ever thought the 
ſtudy of it my beſt entertainment, and paſtime, but I have 
noambition, nor deſign upon the ſtile, Of my Anniver- 
faries, the fault that I acknowledg in my ſelf, is to have 
deſcended to print any thing in verſe, which rhough it 
have excuſe even in our times by men who profeſs; and 
praiſe much gravity ; yet I confeſs 1 wonder how 1 de- 
clin'd to it, and do not pardon my ſelf , Burt for the other 
part of rhe imputation of having ſaid too much, my de- 
fence is, That my purpoſe was to ſay as well asI could : for 
ſince I never ſaw the Gentlewoman, I cannot. be under- 
ſtood to haye bound my ſelf to have ſpoken juſt truths, but 
I would not be thought to have gone about to praiſe ber, 


or any other in ryme; except I took ſucli a perſon, S 
| mignt 
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might be capable of all that 1 could fay : If any of thoſe 
Ladies think that Miſtris Drewry was not ſo, let that La- 
dy make her ſelf ficfor all-thoſe praiſes in the book, and 
they ſhall be hers. + Sir., this. meſſenger makes-ſo-much 
haſte that 1 cry you mercy, for ſpending any timeiof this 
letter in other imployment than thanking you for yours. 
I hope before Chriſtmas to ſee England, ' and kifs., your 
hand, whict ſhall ever, (if it diſdain not chat office), hold 
all the keys of che liberty and affeRion, and all the fa> | 
culties of 


Tour moſt affetionate 
Paristhe 14 of April ' 
here 1612, ſervant, 
].D; 


To my honour d friend 6.6. Eſquire. 


SIR, | 
| Should not, only ſend you an account by my ſervant, but 

bring you an account. often by my ſelf, (for our. let- 
ters are our ſelves, andin themabſent friends meer) how 
Ido, buttchat two things make me forbear thar/ writing; 
firſt becauſe it is not. for my gravity to. write of feathers, 
and ſtraws; andin good faith, Iam no more, conſidering 
In my body, or fortune; and then becauſe whenſoever I 
tell you how 1 do, by alctter, before that letter comes:to 
you, I ſhall be otherwayes than when ir left me ; Ar-this 
time (I humbly. thank God) 1am only not worſe, for I 
ſhould as ſoon look for Roſes, at this ſeaſon of the year, 
35 look for increaſe. of ſtrength; and if I be no worſe all 


ring, than now, I am much berter z for I make account 
es woſe 
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Thoſe Church-ſervices which I am loath to decline | wil 
ſpend ſomewhat ; and if Tcan gather ſo muchas will bear 
my charges, recover ſo much ſtrength at London, as I ſhall 
ſpend at London, I ſhall not be loathto be left in that ated 
Iam now, after that is done ; but, Ido but diſcourſe, Idy 
not wiſh, life or kealth, or ſtrength, I thank God,-enter 
not into my prayers, for my ſelf, for others they often do, 
and among others, for your ſelf and ſon, whom I beſeech 
God to bleſs with the ſame bleffing which I beg for the chil- 
dren, and for the perſon of 


Tony friend and bumble ſervant 


Alery hatch, 


Novemb. 2. Ia Chrift Feſus, 
1630, 


].D. 


—— 


To my honored friend G, G. Eſquire. 


SIR, | 
His advantage you my other friends have by my fre- 
quent fevers, that Iam fo much the oftener at the 
Sates of heaven, and this advantage by the ſolitude, and 

| cloſe impriſonment, that they reduce me to after, that 
am thereby the oftner at my prayers, in which 1 (lull 
never leave out your happineſs, and 1 doubt nor, but 
amongſt his many-other bleffings, God will adde ſome 
One to you for my prayers. A man would be almoſt con- 
rent to'dy, (if there were no other benefit in death)to hear 
of fo much ſorrow , and ſo much good teſtimony from 
00d men, asI (God be bleſſed for it) did uponthe re- 
port of my death, yer I | qnags ie went not thorow all, 
for one writ to me, that ſome (and he ſaid of my friends) 
com 
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conceived I was not fo ill as 1 pretended, but withdrew mY 
ſelf to live ateaſe, diſcharged of preaching: Itis an un* 
L friendly, and God knows, an il}-grounded interpretation, 
for I have alwaies been ſorryer when 1 could nor pretch;, 
than any could be they could not hear me. It hath been 
my ( and may be pleaſed to granit it) that I 
mighe die in the Pulpit, if not that, yerchatT might take 
my death in the Pulpit, chat is, die the ſooner by occaſion 
ofthoſe labours, Sir, I hope to ſee you about Candlemas, 
about which time alſo will fall. my Lerit Sermon at 
Court,except my Lord Chamberlain believe me to be dead, 
and leave tne out, for as Jong asI live, andam not. fpeech- 
leſs, I would not decline that Service: I have berter leafore 
to write than you to read, yet I will not oppreſs you with 
two much letter: God bleſs you and your Son, as I wifh. 


+ Towr poor friend ad ſervant 
January 5 
1630; is Chriſt Jeſus, 
e- J-D. 
f- "OR, OP. TY PRI 
d Te | 
- To Si H.G: 
| j 
It SIR, 


c TH Tueſday morning, which hath brought me'to Lon- 
don, preſents me with all your letters, Methought ic 

t FF wasarentday, I'megan fueh as yours, and not-as mine : 
n I And yet ſach too,when 1 conſidered how much I ought you 
* | forthem, How good a mother; how fertile and aboun- 
» I Gant che underſtanding is if ſhe have a good Father, And 
) how well friendſhip performes that office. For that w hich 
" | »denyed in other AMT" is done 1n this of ay 
Z ere 


here is ſuperfztation, child upon child, and, that which is 
more ſtrange, twins at a latter conception, If in my ſe- 
cond religion, fri:nd{hip, I had a Conſcience , either Er- 
rantem. £0 miſtake good and bad and indifferent, or Opi- 
nantem t0 be raviſhed by others opinions or examples, or 
Dubiam to adhere to neither part, or {crapaboſem to in- 
cline to one; but upon reaſons light in themſelyes or indif- 
cuſſed in me (which are almoſt all the'diſeaſes, of conſci. 
ence) I might miſtake your often, long, and buſie letters, 
and fear you did but intreat me to have mercy upon you, 
and ſpare you. . For you know our Court took the reſo. 
lution, that it was the beſt way to diſpatch the French 
Prince back again, quickly to receive him ſolemaly, cere- 
moniouſly, and expenliyely, when he hoped adomeſtique 
and durable entertainment, I never meant to excell you 
in weight nor price, -but in number” and þulk,I thought 1 
might ; becauſe he may caſt up a greater ſumm who Path 
but forty ſmall moneys, than he with rwenty Portugueſſes, 
The memory of friends, (I mean only-for Letters) neither 
enters ordinarily into Baſied men, becauſe they are ever 
imployed within, nor into men of pleaſure, becauſe they 
are never at home. For thele wiſhes therefore which you 
won out of your pleaſure and recreation, you were as ex- 
cuſable to me if you writ ſeldom , as Sir F7, zyootton is, 
under the oppreſſion of buſineſs, or the necellicy of ſcem- 
ing ſo: Or more thanhe; becauſe 1 hope you have both 
pleaſure and buſineſs. Onely to me, who have neither, 
this omiſſion were ſin, For though writing be nor of the 
precepts of friendſhip , but of che counſels : yet, as in 
ſome, caſes to ſome men, counſels become precepts, 
though not immediately from God, yet very roundly and 
. quickly from his Church, (as felling and dividing goods 
in the firſt time, continence in the Roman Church, and 
order and decency in ours) ſo to me who can do noley 

elle 
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elſe, it ſeems to bind-my conſcience to write, And it is 
fin to do againſt the conſcience, though that erre, Yer 
no mans letters might be berrer wanted chan mine, ſince 
my whole letter is nothing elſe but a confeffion that 1 
ſhould and would write,? ought you a letter in verſe before 
by my own promiſe, and now that you think.chat you have 
hedged in'that debr by a greater, by your letter m-yerſc, 
I think it now moſt ſeaſonable and t:\hional for me to 
break. Ar leaſt, to write preſently were to accuſe my ſelf 
of not having read yours ſo often as ſuch a letter deſerves 
from you to me. To make my debt greater ( for ſuch is 
the deſire of all, who cannot or mean not to pay) I1pray 
read theſe two problems ; for ſuch light flaſhes as theſe 
have been my hawkings in my Surry journies. I accomp3- 
ny thern with another ragge of verſes, worthy of thar 
name for the ſmilneſs and ape, for it hath longlyen among 
my other Papers, and laughs at chem that have adventu- 
red co you : for, I think, ti!l now you ſaw it not, and nei- 
ther you, nor it ſhould repent ie, Sir, if I were any 


thing my love to you might mulciply 1t, and dignifie it : 


But infinite nothings are but one fuch; Yet fince even 
Chymeraes have ſome name and titles , I am alſo 


Tonrs. 


f CNY —_——A@_pn—_ 
— 


— 


To Sir H. G. 


SIR, 
I: the hiſtory or ſtile of friendſhip, which is beſt writ- 
ten both in deeds and words, a letter which is of a mix- 
ed nature, and hath ſomething of both. is a mixt paren- 
theſis : 1t may be left our, yer ir contributes, though not 
to the being, yet to the verdure, and freſhneſs chere- 
| TAY VP 
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of, Letters have truly the ſame office, as oaths, As theſe 
among light and empty men, are but fillings, and pauſes, 
and interjeRions : but with weightier, they are ſad atteſta- 
tions : So are letters ro ſome complement, and obligation 
ro others. For mine, as I never authorized my ſervant to 
ly in my behalf, (for if it were officious in him, it might 
be worſe in me) ſo Iallow my letters much lefs that civil 


diſhoneſty, both becauſe they goe from me more conſi- | 


derately; and becauſe they are permanent, for in them 
I may ſpeak to you in your chamber a year hence before 
I know not whom, and not hear my ſelf, They ſhall there- 
fore ever keep the ſincerity and intemerateneſs of the foun- 
tain, whence they are derived. And as whereſoever theſe 
leaves fall, the root is in my heart, ſo ſhall they, as that 
ſucks good affeQions toward you there, have eyer true im- 
reſſions thereof, Thus much information is in very 
gn; that they can tell what the tree is, and theſe can tell 
you Iam a friend, and an honeſt man. Of what generall uſe, 
the fruit ſhould ſpeak, and I have none: and of what par- 
ticular profit to you, your application and experimenting 
ſhould tell you, and you can make none of {ach a nothing, 
yet even of barren Sycamores, ſuch as I, there were uſe, 
if either any light flaſhings, or ſcorching 'vehemencies, or 
ſudden ſhowrs made you need fo ſhadowy an example or 
Remembrancer. But (Sir) your fortune and minde do you 
rhis happy in Jary,care they make all kind of fruits uſeleſs un- 
to you ; Therefore I have placed my love wiſely where I 
need communicate nothing. | 
All this, though perchance you read it not till Michaeb 
ms, was told you at Michin, 15. A»g.1607, | 


To 
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To Sir HG. 


SIR, 

T ſhould be no interruptionto your pleaſures to hear me 
| ow fay that Ilove you, and that you are as much my 
meditation as my ſelf: I © — not you and me, 
but the Sphete in which your refofucions are,and my wheel, 
both I hope concentrique to God : for me thinks the new 
Aſtronomy is thus appliable well ; that we which are a lit- 
tle earth ſhould rather move towards God, than that he 
which is fulfilling, and can come no whither, ſhould move 
rowards us, To your life full of variety, nothing is old, nor 
new to mine, And as to that life , all ſtickings and heſi- 
tations ſeem ſtupid and ſtony, ſo to this, all fluid ſlipperi- 
neſſes and tranſicory migrations ſeem giddy and feathery. 
In that life one is ever in the porch or poſtern, going in or 
out, never within his houſe, himſelf : Itis a garment made 
ofremnants, a life raveld out into ends, a line diſcontinued, 
and a number of ſmall wretched points; uſeleſs, becauſe 
they concur not: a life built of paſt and future,not propoſing 
any conſtant preſent, they have more pleaſures then we, 
but no more pleaſure: they joy oftner, we longer; and 
no man but of ſo much — as may deliver him 
from being a fool, would change with a mad man, which 
had a better proportion of wit in his often Lacidis. You 
know , they which dwell fartheſt from the Sunne, if in 
any convenient diſtance, have longer daies , better ap- 
petites , better digeſtion , better growth, and longer 
life, . And all theſe advantages , have their mindes who 
are well removed from the ſchorchings, and dazlings 
and exhalings of the worlds glory; but neither of 
our lives are in ſuch extreams; for you living at _ 
with. 


without ambition, which would burn you, or envy which 


would develt others, live in the Sun, notinthe fire, and. 
I which live in the Country without ſtupyfying, and nor 


in darkneſs, but in ſhadow, which-is no light, but a pal. 
lid, wateriſh and diluted one, As all ſhadows are of one 
colour if you reſpe& the body* from which they are caſt 


(for ourſhadows upon clay, will be dirty, and in a garden, 


greenand flowery,) ſoall retirings into a ſhadowy life are 
alike fromall cauſes, and alike to the barbarouſneſs and in- 
fpid dulneſs of the country: Only the imployment, and 


that upon which you caſt and beftow your pleaſure, buſi- 


neſs or books, gives it the tinftare or beauty. But truly, 
whereſoever we are, if we can but tell our ſelves truly what 
and where we would be, we may make any ſtate andplace 
ſuch : For we are ſo compoſed, thac.if abundance, or 
glory ſcorch and melt us, we have an earthly caye, our 
bodies, to go into by conſideration, and cool our ſelves: 
and if we be frozen, and contracted with lower and dark 
fortunes, ' we have within us a torch, a ſoul, lighter and 
warmer than any without : we are therefore our own um- 
brella's, and our own Suns. Theſe Sir; are the $allads, 
and Onyons of Michin, ſentto you with as wholeſom affe- 
Rion as your other friends ſend Melons and quelque cho- 
ſes from Court and London. If preſent you not as good 
dyet asthey, I wouldyert ſay grace to theirs, and bid much 
good do it you, +I ſend you; with this, a letter which 1 
ſent to the Counteſs, It is not my uſe nor duty to do o. 
But for your having of it, there were but two conſents, and 
Tam fure you have mine, and you are ſure you have hers. 
T alſo writto her Ladiſhip for the verſcs ſhe ſhewed in the 
s arden, which I did not only to extort them, nor onely to 
k eep my promiſe of writing, for thar T had done in the 
other letter, and perchance ſhe h:th forgotten the pro- 
miſe, noronly becauſe Ithink my letters juſt good coop 
- | 
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for a Progreſs, but becauſe I would write apace to her, 
- I whilſt ir is poſſible to expreſs that which I yet know of 
* Þ her, for by this growth I ſee how ſoon ſhe will be inefs 
fable. 


—— 


y— 


To the Connteſs of Bedford, 


Happieſt and worthyeft Lady, 


| Do not remember that ever I have ſeen a petition in 
verſe, Iwould not therefore be ſingular, noradde theſe 
to your other papers. I have yetadventured ſo near as to 
make a petition for verſe, it is for thoſe your Ladiſhip did 
me the honour to ſee in Twicknam garden, except you 
repent your making and having mended your jgmen 
by thinking worſe, tharis, better, becauſe juſter, of their 
ſubject. They muſt needsbean excellent exerciſe of your 
wit, which ſpeak ſo well offo ill. I humbly beg them of 
your Ladiſhip, withtwoſach promiſes, as to any other of 
your compoſitions were threatnings: That I will not ſhew 
them, and that I will not believe them; And nothing ſhould 
be lo uſed which coties from your brain or heart, IfI 
ſhould confeſs a fault in the boldneſs of asking them, or 
make a fault bydoing it in a longer letter , your Ladiſhip 
mighe uſe yohr ſtile and old faſhion of the Court towards 
me, and pay me with apardon, Here therefore I humbly 
kiſs your Ladiſhips fair ſearned hands, and wiſh you good 
wiſhes and ſpeedy grants, 


/ 


Yonr L adifoips ſervant, 
JOHN DONNE. 
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To Sir H.G. 


SIR, 
| > 5: ranks am in a place and ſeaſon where I ſee every 

Jthing bud forth I muſt do'ſo two, arid vent ſome of my 
meditations to yon, the rather becauſe all other buds being 
yet without taſte or yertue, my letters may be like them, 
The pleafantneſs of the ſeaſon diſpleaſes me. Every thing 
refreſhes , and Iwither, and I grow older, and not bet- 
ter. Myftrength diminiſhes, and my load grows, andbe- 
ing to paſs moreand more ſtorms, I find that I have not on- 
ly caſt out all my ballaſt, which nature and time gives, rea- 
ſon and diſcretion, and ſoamas empty and light as yanity 
can make mee, but I hayz over-fraught my ſelf with vice, 
and ſo-am riddingly ſabje& to two contrary wracks, ſinking 
and over-ſetting, and under the iniquity of ſuch a diſeaſe as 
enforces the patient when he is almoſt tary'd, not onely 
to faſt, but to purge ; forI have muchto take:in, and much 
ro caſt out,, Sometimes I think it eaſier to diſcharge 
my ſelf of vice then of vanity, as one may ſooner carry the 
fire out of a room, thenthe ſmoak: And thenI fee it was 
a new vanity to think ſo. And when I think ſometimes 
chat vanity, becauſe it is thin and ayery, may be expelled 
with yertye or buſineſs, or ſubſtantial vice I find that1 give 
entrance thereby to new vices; Certainly as the earth and 
water, one ſad, the other fluid, make but one body, fo to 
vice, and yanity,there is but one Ceztrum morbi. And that 
which latcer Phyſicians ſay of our bodies, is fitter for our 
mindes; for that which they call deſtruRion, (which is a 
corruption and want of thoſe fundamental parts whereof 
we confiſt) is vice; And that Collefio Stercorum (which 


is bur the excrement of that corruption) is our —_ 
an 
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nd indiſcretion. Both theſe have but one root in me, 
nd muſt be pulled out at once, or never, But I am 
» farre from digging to it, that I know not where it is. 
or it is not inmine eyes onely, but inevery ſenſe, notin 
y.concupiſcence onely, but in every power and ons 
ir, 1 was willing ro let you ſee how impotent a man you 
ove, not todiſhearten you from dainglo ſtill (for my vi- 
es are not infeRious, nor wandring, came not yefter- 
{ay, nor mean to go away to day: They Inne nor, but 
dwell in me, and ſee themſelves ſo wellcome, and finde in 
me ſo good bad company of one another, that they will 
not change, eſpecially to one not apprehenſive, nor eaſily 
acceſlible) but I doe it that your counſe] t cure me, 
2nd if you deny that , your example ſhall, for I will as 
much ſtrive to be like you, as I will wiſh you to cont. 
ny2 good, 


CC ll 


To Sir H. G, 


_ — 4 


SIR, 

Hope you are now well come to London, and well, and 

well comforted in your fathers health and love, and well 
contented that we ask you how-you do, and tell you how 
weare, which yet I cannot of my ſelf, If 1 knew that I 
were ill, I were well; For we conliſt of three parts, a Soul, 
a Body, and'Minde : which I call thoſe thooghts and affe- 
ions, and paſſions, which neither Soul nor body hath 
alone, but have been begotten by their communication, as 
Muſick reſults out of our breath and a Cornet, And ot all 
theſe the diſeaſes are cures, if they be known. Of our Souls 


lickneſſes, which are finnes, the knowledg isto W—_—_— 
and that is her phyſick , in which we are nor diet 
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by deiehd ar fcruples, for we cannot take too much, Of 
r bodies infirmities, though our knowledge be partly 
ab extrinſero, trom the opinion: of the Phyſitian, and that 
the ſabjeX and matter be flexible, and vatious, yet their 
rules are" cettain, ' ahd if the matter be _righely applyed 
to the rule, our knowledp thereof is alſo certain. Bur of 


the diſeaſes of the minde, there is no Criterium, no Ca- {- 


non, ' no rule; '' for our own taſte and apprehenſion and 
interpretation ſhould bethe judge, and that is the diſeaſe 
ith - bog OREY n I finde my ſelf tranſ. 
| ported with jollity, and oye of company, I hang leads at 
any orh- , and reduce to my ark toy "As , my 
years, "the duties of a man,. of a"friend, of a husband, of 
a farher , and all the incumbencies of a family. When 
ſadneſs'dejeRs me; either 1 countermine it with another 
ſadneſs, or I kindle ſquibs about me again , and fly into 
ſportfulneſs and compmy. And1 findever after all, that! 
am like an. Exorciſt, which had long laboured about one, 
which at laſt appears to have the Mother, that I Qill miſ- 
take my diſeaſe, And I till vex my ſelf with this becauſe 
if I know it not,no body can know it. And I comfort my ſelf 
becauſe I ſee diſpaſſioned men are ſubje to the like igno- 
 rances. For" divers mindes'out of the fame thing often 
draw mpa'} th marm een , as Augnſtine thought devout 
Anthony to be therefore full of the holy Ghoſt, becauſe, 
not being-able to-read, he conld fry the whole Bible, and 
jaterpret it. And Thyrzus the Jefuite for the, ſame rea- 
ſon dorh thinkall the Anabaptiſts to be poſſeſſed. And :s 
often out" of contrary things men draw one concluſion. 
As; To the' Roman Church, Magnificence and Splendor 
hath ever been an argument of Gods favour: and Pover- 
try and afMition, to the- Greek. © Our of this variety of 
mindes it proceeds, that. though all our Souls would go ro 


one end, heaven, andall our bodies muſt go to one nyo 
earth 
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earth ; yet our.third part, the minde, whichjs.qur natu- 
ral Guide here, chuſes to every man a ſeveral way - 
ly any man likes what another doth, nor adviſedly, that which 
'C If himſelf. Bur, Sir, 'am beyond my purpoſe; I mean to 
© If write a letter, and Iam falninto adiſcourſe,.and not 
only take'you from ſome buſineſs but make you bu- 


f I finel by wang into theſe meditations, In which 
| ny openneſs be ati argumentof fuch loye asI would fai 
: expreſs in ſome worthier faſhion. 

The end of the Letters. 
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Thers at the Porches and enitries of 


TARNS their buildings ſer their Arms; 1, 
| a my pictures if any colours can de- 
\ #q liver amind fo plain, and flat, and 


through light as mine, Naturally 
at a new Author, I doubt, and 
- ſick, and do not ſay quickly, good, I cenſure 
much and tax; And this liberty coſts me more 
than others, by how much my own things are 
worſe than others, Yer I would not be fo rebel- 
lious againſt my ſelf, as not co do it, ſince 1 
love itz nor ſo unjuſt to others, todo it fine t4- 
lione, As lengas I give them as good hold upon 
me, they muſt pardon me my bitings, I forbid 
no r er but him that like the Trent Coun- 
cell forbids not books, but Authors, damning 
what ever ſuch a name hath or ſhall write, None 
write ſo ill, that he gives not ſomething exem- 
plary, to follow, or ly, Now whenT begin this 
00 


, I have no purpoſe to come into any = 
l 


\| much, and as good: 
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debt, how my ftock will hold out I know nots 
perchance waſte, perchance increaſe in uſe; It I 


do borrow any thing of Antiquity, beſides that T 
make account. that I pay it to poſterity, with as 
ou ſhall ſtill find me to ac- 
knowledg it, and to thank not him onlywhat hath 
digg'd out treaſure for me, but that hath 
lighted me a candle to the place: All which 
I will bid you remember, ( for I will have no ſuch 
Readers as I car-teach ) is, that the Pythagorean 
doRrine doth not onely carry one ſoul from 
man to man, . nor fan to beaſt, but indiffe- 
rently to plants alſo; and therefore you muſt noc 
grudge to finde the ſame ſoul in an;Emperour, 
in a Poſt-horſe, and in a Maceron, fance'no unrea- 
dineſs in the ſoul, but an indiſpofition in the Or- 
gans wo: ks this And therefore though this 
foul could not move when it was a Me- 
lon, yet it may remember, and can now tell me, 
at what laſcivious banquet it was ſerv'd, And 
though it could not ſpeak, when it was a Spider,yet 
it can remember, and now tell me, who uſed it 
for poyſon to attain dignity, How ever the bo- 
dies have dull'd her other faculties, her memory 
hath ever been her own,which makes me ſo ſeriouſ- 
ly deliver you by her relation all her paſſages from 
her firſt making when ſhe was that apple which 


EVE eate, to this time when ſhe is ſhe, whoſe 
life you ſhall find in the end of this book, 


THE 
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THE 


P ROGRESS 
OF THE SOUL. 


Firſt Song. 


I. 


E277 Sing the progreſs of a deithleſs ſoul, 
I 8 Whom Fate, which God made, bur doth not 


wo =controul, 


| Is: Phcd in moſt ſuper all times befole the law 


Yoak 'd us, and when, and fince, in this I ſing, - 
And the great world t* his aged evening, 4 
From infant morn, through manly noon I draw, 

What the gold Chaldee, or ſilver Perſian ſaw, 

Greek braſs, or Roman iron, 'isin this one ; 

A work to out-wear Serbs pillars, brickand ſtone, 

And (holy writ excepted) madeto yeeld ro none, 


IE 


Sk force, is all we have bw” 
Inthe ary Eaſt; thou now beginlt co ſhine, 
Suck'ſt early balm, and Iland ſpices there, 
And wilt anog inthy looſe-rein'd carcere 
At Tagus, Po, Sene, Thames, and Danow dine; 
And ſee at right thy Weſternland of Mine, 


T35 eye of Heaven, this great Soul enyies not, 
By thy 
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Yet haſt thou not more Nations ſeen then'ſhe, ©” 

That before thee one day began to be; "(thee 
S And thy frail light being queneh's, all long," fong outlive 


7 


ITE”. , 


. 15.4" , 
C oy ' 


Or holy Zan in whoſe ſoyeraign boat 

N The Church, and all the Monarchies did float , 
That ſwimming Colledge and free Hoſpitall, _ 
Of al mankind” he Cage Ng "teat 
Of fowles, and beaſts, in whoſe womb, Deſtiny ' 
Us, and our lateſt Nephews did inſtall” 
(From thence are all deriv'd, that fill this 'Alt)' = 
Didſt thou in that great ſtewardſhip embark © 0 


not 8 So diverſe ſhapes into thar floating park, @- "1 
As have been moved,and inform'd by this heavenly ſpark. 

w | | 

7 I'V. tb t,c; 


- s 


L $7 Deſtiny the Commiſſary of God, 
That haſt mark'd out a path and period 

For every thing, who, where we off-ſpring took, 

Our ways and ends, feet at one inſtant. Thou 

Knot of all cauſes, thou whoſe changeleſſe brow 

Ne'r ſmiles nor frowhs, O vouchſafe thou co look 

And ſhew my ſtory, in thy eternal book, 

That (if my prayer be fit) T may underſtand 

$0 much my lf a to know with what hand, 
How ſcant, or liberal this my lifes race is ſpand. 


V. 


TY my {ix[uſters almoſt now out-wore, 
Except thy book owe me ſo many more; 
Except my legend be free from the letts 
YO eepambition, Nleepy poverty, 
Vet V | Spirit 
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En” CO—CCFC—_Y > . 


290 Poems. 


Spirit quenching ſickneſle, dull captivity, 

DiſtraQting buiſineſſe, and from beauties nets, 

Andall thai calls from this, and t'others whets, 

Okt me not _ our, bur let me fave 

= expence 0 f brain and ſpiric ; thar my grave 
right and due, a whole unwaſted man my have. 


VL 
Bu if my xt Deng. and goodenough 
In vainthis ſea ſhall enlarge, or enrongh 
It ſelf, for I willthroy wave, and fome, 


And holdin ad lone ways, a lively ſpright 

Make my dark heavy Poem may Pr 

For though through. many ſtraights,and lands I roam, 
L launch Paradis and I aile towards home; 

The courſe 1 there bepan, ſhall here be ſtaid, 

Sailes hoiſed there, ſtroke here, and Anchors laid 

In Thames, which were at 7ygris and Enphrates waid, 


TLC 


| the great ſoul which here amongſt usnow 
th dwell, and moves chat hand,and tongue,and brow, 
Which - the __ the ſea moyes us, to hear 
Whoſe ſtory, with long patience will lo 
(For 'tis the crown; and laſt Arain of my fa 
This ſoul to whom Luther and Mſahomet were 
Priſons of fleſh ; this ſoul which ofc did tear, 
And mendthe wracks of th* Empire,and late Rome, 
And liv'd when every great change did come, 
Had firſt in Paradiſe, a low, but facalroome, 
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YE no low room, nor thenthe greneeſt leſſe, 
If (as devourand ſharp men hfitly gueſle) 

That Croſſe, our joy, and griefe, (where nailes did tie 
That All, which always was all, every where, 

Which could notfinne,and yer all ſinnes did bear; 
Which could not die; yer could not chuſe but die ; ) - 
Stood in the ſelf. ame room in Calvary, 

Where firſt grew the forbidden learhed tree, 

For on that tree -hungyin ſecuritie a ,7 
This foul made by the Makers will from pulling. free. 


I X. 


Pine: of the Orchard, fair asdawning-morn,.. ' 
Fenc'd with the law, and ripe as ſ00n-as born 
That apple grew, which this ſoul did enlive 
Till the then climing ſerpent, that now creeps 
For that offence, for which all mankinde weeps, 
Took it, and ther whom the firſt man did wive 
ow, | (Whom and herrace, onely forbiddingsdrive) 
He gave it, ſhe, © her husband, both dideat ; ' 
$ periſhed the eaters,.and the mgatjs1i {oye 
And we (for treaſ6n tainrsthe blond) thence dicandfweat, 


Xz 


Anall at once was there by woman'ſlain, 
And-one by one we' arc here ſlaino'r again * 
yy them. The mother poyſon'd the well-head, 
1 1,BFhe daughters here corrupt us, Rivolets, 
0 ſmalneſs ſcapes, no greatneſs breaks their nets, m 
V 2 e 
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$he thruſt us out, and by them we are led 
Aſtray, from turning, to whence we are fled. 
Were priſoners judges, 'twould ſeem rigorous, 
She finn'd; we bear I 6m of our pain is; thus 


To love them,whoſe ault co this. painful love yoak'd'us 
X I. 


O faſt in us doth this corruptiongrow, 

That now we dare aske why we ſhould be (o, 
Would God (difpatesthe curious Rebell;) make 
Alaw, and would not have it kept ? Or can 
His creatures will croſlſe his ? Of every'man 
For one, will God , and be juſt) vengeance take ? 
Who ſinn'd ? *twas not forbidden to the Snake 
Nor her, who was not then made, noris 't writ 
That Adam tfopr, or knew theiApple; yet 

The worm, and he, and he,and we endure for it, 


X 11. 


Ut ſnatch me heavenly Spirit, from this vain 
Reckoning their vanity, leſs is their gain 

Then hazard ſtill to-medirare on ill, 

Though with mind, their reaſons like thoſe toyes 

Of glaflie bubbles, which che gameſome boyes 

Stretch to ſonice a thinneſſe through a quill, 

Thatthey themſelves break, and do themſelves ſpill, 

Arguing is heretiques game, and Exerciſe 

As 9s. ren perfeQs them, Nothiberties | 


B 


on a an OSD ao ci... 


. * 


Of ſpeech, but ſilence ; hands, not tongues, end hereſies. Ir 


X11 
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Uſt in that inſtant whenthe ſerpents.gripe 
J Broke the fleighr veines,and-tender conduit pipe, 
Through which chis ſoul from the trees root did draw 
Life, and growth to this Apple, fled away, 
This looſe ſoul, old, one 2nd another day. 
As lightning, which'one ſcarce date fay, he ſaw, 
'Tis ſo ſoon gone, (and'better proof the law 
Of ſenſe, then faith requires) ſwiftly ſhe flew 
T' adark and foggyPiot , Her, her fates threw bor 
There throughth'earths pores, &in a Plant hous'd her anew. 


XIV. 


T% plant thus abled, to it ſelf did force 

A place, where no place was; by-natures courſe 
Asaire from water, water fleets away 

From thicker bodies, by this root throng'd fo 

His ſpungy confines gave him place to grow : 

Jult as in our ſtreets, when the people ſtay 

To ſee the Prinee,and ſo fill up the way 
That weaſels ſcarce could paſſe, when ſhe comes near, 
They throng, and cleave up, and a paſſ1ge cleare, 

As if for that time their round bodies flatned were, 


X V. 


H sright Arm bethruſt outtowards the Eaſt, 
Weſtward his lefe, th' endsdid themſelves digeſt 

Into ten leſſer ſtrings, theſe fingers were : 

Andas a ſlumberer ſtretching on his bed; _ 

| This way hethis, and that way ſcattered 


M| ' 
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His other legge, which feet with toes up bear , 
Grew on his middle part, the firſt day, hair, 
To ſhow, that in loves buſineſs he ſhould ill 
A dealer be, and be ug'd, well orill: 

His apples kindle; his leaves, force of conception kill. | 


XVI. 


A Mouth but dumbeghe hath , blind eyes, deaf eares, 

And to his ſhoulders dangle ſubtle hairs , 

A young Coloſſus there he ſtands upright, | 
And as that ground by him were conquered, | 
A leafie garland weares he on his head 

Enchas'd with little fruits, ſo red and bright, 

That for them you would call your loves lips white, 

So, of alone unhaunted plzce poſſeſt 

Did this ſouls ſecond Inne, built by the gueſt 

This living buried man, this quiet mandrake, reſt. 


AVIL ' 
O luſtful womancame this plant to grieve, 
But *rwas becauſe there was none yet but Eve : 

And ſhe (with other purpoſe) kill'd it quite; 
Her ſinne had now brought in infirmities, 
And ſo her cradled child, the moilt-red eyes 
Had never ſhut, nor ſlept ſince it ſaw light, 
Poppy ſhe knew , ſhe knew the mandrakes-might , 
And tore up both, and ſo cool'd her childs blood; 
Unvertuous weeds might long unvex'd have ſtood ; 

Bur he's ſhort liv'd,that with his death'can doe moſt good 


XVI1I. 
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O an unfetter'd ſouls quick nimble haſte 
Are falling ſtarres,and heartsthoughts,but ſlow pac'd: 
Thinner then burnt aire flies this ſoul, and ſhe 
Whom four new coming, and four parting Suns 
Had found, and left the Mandrakes tenant, runs 
Thoughtleſle of change, when her firm.deſtiny 
Confin'd, and enjayl'd her, that ſeem'd {o free, 
Into a ſmall blew ſhell, the which a poor 
Warm bird o'reſpread, and fate ſtill evermore, 
Till her inclos'd child kickt, and pick'dit ſelf a dore. 


X1X. 


Ut crept a ſparrow, this ſouls moving Inne, 
On whoſe raw armes ſtiffe feathers now begin 
As childrens teeth through. gummes, to break with pain, 
His fleſh is jelly yet, and his bones threds, 
All a new downy mantle overſpreads, 
A mouth he opes, which would as mach contain 
As his late houſe, and the firſt hour ſpeaks plain, 
And chirps aloud for meat. Meat fit for men 
His father ſteals for him, and fo feeds then 
One, that within a monetb, will beat him from his hen. 


XX. 


I this worlds youth wiſe nature did make haſt, 
T hings ripened ſooner, and did longer laſt , 
Already this hot cock in buſh andtree, 
In field and tent o'rflutters his next hen, 
He askes her not, who did fo taſte, nor when, 

| U 4 Nor 
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Nr if his ſiſter or his neece ſhe be, 
Nor doth ſhe pule for his inconſtancy 
If in her ſight he change, nor doth refuſe 


The next that cals, both liberty do uſe; - (chuſe 
Where ſtore is of both kindes, both kindes may freely 


XX1. 


” 


En, tiff they took laws which made freedomelefs, 


Their daughters and their ſiſters did ingreſs, 

Till now, unlawfull, thereforeill; *twas not . 
So jolly, that it can moye this ſoul: Is 
The body 6 free of his kindneſles, -: 
That ſelf-preſerving it hath now forgot, 
And ſlackneth ſo the ſouls and bodies knor, 
Which temperance ſtraitens; freely on his ſhe friends 
He blood, and ſpirit, pith, and marrow ſpends, 

Ill ſteward of himſelf, himf{elfin three years ends, 


XXIL 


Le might he long haveliv'd ; mandid not know 
Of gummy blood, which doth in Holly grow , 

How to make bird-lime, nor how to decgive 
With fain'd cals, his nets, or enwrapping ſnare 
Thefree inhabitants of the plyant ayre, 
Man to bepet, and woman to conceive 
Askt not of roots, nor of cock-ſpar;owes, leave : 
Yet chuſcth he, though none of theſe he fears, 
Plezfantly three, then ſtraitned twenty years 

To live, and to encreaſe his race himſelf outwears. 


X X11. 
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T= coale whore oninguacs's and dead, 

The ſoul froth her too aQtive organs fled 

T a brook, a female fiſhes ſandy Roe 

With the males jelly, newly leav'ned was, 

For they hadintertouch'd as = did paſle, 

And one of thoſe ſmall bodies, fitted ſo, 

This ſoul inform'd, and able itto row _ 

It ſelf with finny oares; which ſhe did fit, 

Her ſcales ſeem'd yet of parchment, and as yet 
Perchance a fiſh , but by no name you could call it. 


XXIV; 


Wi goodly, like a ſhip in herfull trim, 

A Swan, fo white that you may unto him 
Compare all whitenefle, but himſelf to none, 
Glided along, and as he glided watch'd, 

And with his arched neck this poor fiſh catcld : 

It mov'd with Rate; as if to look upon 

Low things it ſcorn'd, and yet before that one 
Could think be ſought it, he had ſwallowed cleare 
This, and much ſuch, and unblam'd, devour'd there 


All, but who too ſwift, too great, or well armed were. 


XX Y, 
/ 


Ne ſmomea priſon in a/priſon put, | 
And now this Soul in double walls was ſhut, 
Till melted with the Swans digeſtive fire, 

She left her houſe the fiſh, and yapor'd forth; 


Fate not affording bodies of more worth 
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For 
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For her as yet, bids her again retire 

T another fiſh, to any new defire 

Made a.new prey; For, he that can to none 2 

Reſiſtance make, nor complaint, is faregone, | 
Weakneffe invites, butiilence fealtsoppreflion, , | 


XXVL 


P* with the native ſtream, this fiſh doth keep, _ 
And journies with her cowards the glaſtice deep, 

But oft retarded , once with a hidden'net 

Though with great windowes, (for when need firſt taught 
; Theſe tricks to catch food, then they were not wrought 

As now, with curious greedineſsto let | 

None ſcape, but few, and firforuſe to get,) 

As, in this trap, a ravenous Pike was tane, 

Who, though himſelf diſtreſt, would fain have flain 

This wretch ; So hardly are ill habits left again. 


XXVII. 


Ht by her ſmalnefſe ſhe two deaths or paſt, | 
Once innocence ſcap'd, and left the oppreſlor faſt, }j . 
The net through-ſwome, ſhe keeps the liquid path, 
And whether ſhe leapup ſometimes to breath 

Andfuckin ayre, or find it underneath, 

Or working parts like mills, or limbecks hath 

To make the water thinne, and ayre like faith 

Cares not, but ſafe the Place ſhe's come unto 

{ * Wherefreſh, with ſalt waves meet, and what to doe 

She knows nor, but between both makes a boord or two, 


XXVI1I, 
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O farre from hiding her gueſts, water is, 
0g That ſhe ſhows them in bigger fies- 


Then they are, Thus her doubtful of her way, 

For game and not for hunger a'ſea Pie 

Spied through this traiterous ſpeRacle,from high, 

The ſeely fiſh where it diſputing lay, _. 

And Yend her doubts and her, bears her away, 

Exalted ſhe's but to the exalters good. 

(Asare by great ones, men which lowly ſtood, ) 
Ir'srais'd tobe the Raiſers inſtrument and food, 


XXIX, 


P any kinde ſubje to rape like fiſh ? 

11] unto man they neither doe, nor wiſh, 
Fiſhers they kill not, nor with noiſe awake 

They doe not hunt, norftriveto make a prey 

Of beaſts, nor their young ſonnes to bear away, 
Fowles they purſue not, nor do undertake 

To ſpoyl the neſts induſtrious birds do make , 
Yetthem all theſe unkinde kindes feed upon, 

To kill them is an occupation, ſo 
And laws make Faſts, and Lents for their deftruQion, 


XXX, 


Sudden ſtiffe land-wind in that ſelf hour 

To ſea-ward forc'd this bird, that did devour 
The fiſh; he caresnot, for with eaſe he flies, 
Fat'glutronies beſt orator : at laſt 


So long he hath flowen, and hath flowen ſo faſt, 
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That leagueso'rpaſt at ſea, now tyr'd he lies, 
And with his prey, that till then laypguiſhr dies : 
The ſouls no lohger foes, two wayes did erre, 
The fiſh 1 follow, and keep no Calender. 
Ofthe odex; ; he lives yeu in ſome great Officer. 


XXX. | 


Þ to an enbryondlh, our Soul is thrown, 4 þ 

And indye-time thrown oue again, and; grown 

To ſuch vaſtneſs, as ifunmanacle 

From Greece, Morea were, and that by ſome p 

| ke unrooted, looſe Morea ſwome, 

b Or ſeasfrom Africks body had ſevered 

| And torn the hopeful Promontories head ; 

This fiſh would ſeem theſe,and when all hopesfaile, 

A great ſhipoverſet, or without fail ©. 2 {whale 
Hulling, might ( when this was a whelp) be like thug 


XXX11 


A' every ſtroke his brazen finnes do take, 

More cirgles inthe books ſeathey make 
Then cannons yoyces, when the ayre they tear ; 
His ribbes are pillars, and his high arch'd roof 
Of bark that bon beſt ſteel, isthunder-proof, 
Swimme in him ſwallow'd Dolphins without fear, 
And feel no ſides, as it his vaſt womb were 

Some Inland ſea, and ever ashe went 
He ſpouted riyers up, as as if he meant 

To joyn our ſeas, with ſeas aboye he firmament. | 


At was wx TY Per 
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| 
—. 


E hunts not fiſh, but as an.officer,, ,,_ . 


All ſuitors of all ſorts themſelves enthra 
$0 on his back lies this whale wantoni 


And in his gulfe-like throat ſuckes eyery thing: ;; - - 


That paſſeth near.,. Fiſh chaſeth 6fh, and all, .. 


Flyer and follower,;inthis whirlpool fall; : .. +; ._ 


O might not States of more equalitic 
Conſiſt ? andis it of neceſſity: _.. 


That thouſand guildeſs ſmals,to make one greatmal die? 


Sg XXXELYV: 
Ow drinks he 
He juſtles 11a 


N 


And like a Prince ſhe ſends her faculties 
To all her linjbs, diſtant 2s Provinces. 


qt not 
Now in a roomful houſe this'ſoul doth float, 


The Sun hath twenty times both Crab and Goat 
Parched, ſince firſt launch'd forth his living boar, 


'Tis greateſt now andtod 


Neareſt, There's no-pauſe at perfeQion, ? 44 
Greatneſſeaperiod-bath, but hath notation. _ 


XXXYV. 


| T Wo little fiſhes, whom he never harm'd, 
Nor fed on their kind, 'ewo-hot through! 


y arm'd 


With hope that they could kill him,nor could d0 
Good to themſelves by his death ; they did not eat 


His fleſb, nor fuck thoſe oyls,which thence oucſtreat, 


301 


Stayes in his Court, at oma net; dnfchere , 
3 


, 
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Confpir'd againſt him, andit might undo 

The plot of all, chat the plotters were two, 

Bur that they fiſhes were, and could nor ſpeak. 

How ſhall a Tyrant wiſe firdnp proje&sbreak, 

If wretches'can on'thern'the common anger wreak * 


He flaild-finn'd Threſher, and ſteel-beak'd Sword-fiſh 
GI to db; whiat all do with: ' 
The Threafher backs hinand'to bear begins ; 
The ſlaggard Whale yeelds'to oppreſſion, 
<m r hide himſelf from ſhame and danger; down 
gms to fink; the'frrord-th d 78 = 
And gores him with his beak ; his ſtaffe-like finnes 
So well the one, his ſword the other plies, 
Thar now a ſcoffe, and prey, this tyrant dies, 


And (his 0wndole) feeds with himſelf all companies. 
XXXVII 


Ho will revenge his death ? or whowill call 
Thoſe to acconht\, rharthought and wronght his 

The heirs of ſlain Kings, weſce are often ſo (fall ? 

Tranſported wirhthe joy of what rhey ger, 

That they, revenge and obſequies forget, 

Nor will againſt ſuch men the people goe, 

Becauſe he's nowdead, trowhomthey ſhould ſhow 

Love in that a. Some kings by vice being grown 

So needy of ſubjects love, that of their own _ | 

They think they loſe,if loye be to the dead Prince ſhown, 
Cn 13410nc4 MM BS4ANL 
FF His Soul riow/freefrom'priſon, and paſſion, 
Harh yetalittle indignation 
Thar ſbſinall hammers ſhould ſo ſoon down bear 
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Progreſs of the Soul. 
So preat acaltle, And having for her houſe 


Got the ſtrait cloyſter of a wretched mouſe 
(As baſeſt men, that have not what to eat, 


Nor enjoy. ought, do farre more hate the 

Than they, oo » col repos'd eſtates polletle) "AS 

This Soul, late raught that great things might by leſſe- 
Be ſlain, to gallant miſchief doth her ſelf addreſle. 
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N Atures great maſter-piece, an Elephant, 

The onely harmeleſle great thing; the giant 
Ofbeaſts, who thought none had, to make him wiſe, 
But to be juſt, and thankful, loth t offend = 
(Yet nature hath given him.no knees to bend) 
Himſelf he up-props, on himſelf relies, 

And foe to none, ſuſpeRs no-enemies 

Still leeping ſtood; vext not his e . 

Black dreams, like anunbent bow careleſly 
His ſinewy Proboſcis did remiſly lie, 


XL. 


N which: as in a gallery this mouſe 

Walk'd and ſuryey'd the rooms of this, vaſt houſe, 
Ando the brain, the ſouls bed-chamber, went, 
And gnaw'd the life cords there; Like a whole town 
Clean undermin'd the flain;beaſt rumbled down, 
With him the murth'rer dies, whom envy ſent 
To kill, not ſcape; for onely he that-meant 
Todie, did ever kill a manof better roome, 
And thus he made his foe, hispreyandrombe; _ 
Who cares not to turn back, may any/whither come, 
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NES hous'd this Soul a Wolves yet unborn whelp © 
Tillche beſt midwife, Nature gave help © 
To iſſue. 1tcould kill, asfoon as goe : © © * 
Abel, as white, and mild as his ſheep were, 
(Who, inthat trade, of Church and Kingdomes, there 
Was the firſt rype) was ſtill infeſted fo, 

With this wolfe, that jt, bred his loſs and woe ; 4 
And yet his bitch, his ſcatinell, attends *; | 
near,fo well warns and defends, | 


's 


The flock ſo near,fo wi ddefends,,  .. 
| Thatthe wolfe (hopeleſſe elſe) to corrypc her intends, 


: | a X.L1 L1 


> > £ <2 = DJ” a 


<x SY # 4 


E took a courſe, which ſince, ſuccesfully, | 
Great men have ofentaken, to efpie, 

The counſels, or to break the plots of foes,” | 
To Abelstent he ftealteth.inthe'dark, © © 
On whoſe skirts the bitch ſlept; ere ſhe could bark, 
Attach'd her with ſtrait gripes ,-yet he call'd choſe 
Embracements of love, to loves work he goes, 
Where deeds move morethen words, nor doth ſhe ſhow, 
Nor much reſiſt, nor needs fre ftraighten.ſo 

His prey,tor, were ſhe looſe , ſhe would not bark nor £0, £1 
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E hath ingag'd her his, ſhe wholly bides: 
Who nother own, none others ſecrets hides, 
If to the flock he'come, and Abel there, 
She faines hoarſe barkings, but ſhe biteth not, 
Her faith is quite, but not her loye forgot, 


| Progreſs of the Soul. 
I Atlaſta trap, of which ſome every where 
| Abel had plac'd, ends all his loſs, and fear, 


| By the wolves death, and now juſt timeit was 
T har a quick ſoul ſhould piye lite to'thar maſs 


XLIV. 


Q'Ome have their wives, their ſiſters ſome begot; 


But in the lives of Emperours you ſhall not 

+} Read of a luſt; thewhich may equal this, 
" UThis wolf begot himſelf, and finiſhed 

{What he began alive; when he wasdead, 
.-£Son to himſelf, arid father too; he is 
A idling luſt, for which Schoolmetr would miſs 

YA propername, The whelp of both theſelay 

; Bin A4bels tent, and with ſoft Moaba, 


His ſiſter, being young; irus'd to ſport and play; _ 


XLV. 
E ſoon for her too harſh, and churliſh grew; 
And Abel (the dam dead) would uſe this new 
For the field, being of two Kinds thus made, 
He, as his dam, from ſheep drove wolves away, 
\nd as his Sire, he rtiadechem his own prey. , 
ve years he liv*d, atid'couzened with his trade; 
, Ul hen hopeleſs that hisfanlks were hid; berrayd 
Himſelf by flight, andby all followed, | 
From dogs; a wolf, from wolves a dog he fled; 
And like a ſpie to both fides falſe; he periſhed. 


XLVI. 


| quickned next, 4 toyful Ape; and ſo 
 MGameſome it was, that irmight freely g0 
F rom tent to tent,/and with the children play, 
| X 


Of blood in" Abel; birch, and thither this did paſs; 
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His organs now ſo like theirs he doth find, 

1hat why he cannot laugh and ſpeak his mind, 
He wonders, Much with all, molt he doth ſtay 
With Adams fift daughter Siphateeia, 

Doth gaze on her, and where ſhe paſſerh, paſs, 
Gathers her fruits, and tumbles on the graſs, 
And wiſeſt of that kind, the firſt true loyer was, 


XLVIL 


E was the firſt that more deſir'd to have 

. 4 One thanartiother; fiſtthatere did crave 
Love by mute fignes, and had no power to ſpeak ; 
Firſt that could make love faces, or could do 
The valters ſomberſalts, orus'd to wooe 
With hoiting gambols, his own bones to break 
To make his Miſtre(s-rierry z or to. wreak 
Her anger on himſelf. Sing againſt kind 
They eaſily do, that can let feed their mind find, 
With outward beauty, beauty they in boyes and beaſts dof 


NXLVIIT, 


12 ; 
B! this miſled, to0 low things men; have prov'd, | 
Andtoo high , beaſts and Angelshave been lov'd, þþ. 

This Ape, though elſe through-vain, in this was wile, 
He reach'd at things to bigh, but open way 
There was, and be knew not ſhe would fay nay ; 
His toyes prevail not, likelier means he tries, 
He gazeth on her face with. tear-ſhot eyes, 
£ x up lifts ſubtly with his ruſſer pa 
Her kidskin apron without fear of awe io 

Of nature, nature bath no goal, though ſhe hathlaw, Þ 


Nj 
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Progreſs of the Soul. 


XLI1X. 


[rſt ſhe was ſilly, and knew not what he meart, 

| That virtue, by his touches chat't and ſpent, 

ucceeds an itchie warmth, that melts her quite, 

che knew not firſt, -nor cares not what he doth, 

\nd willing half and more, more then half wroth, 

the neither puls nor puſhes, but outright 

ow cries, and now repents ; when Thelemite 

er brother, entred, and a great ſtone threw 

cer the Ape, who, thus prevented flew, 

This houſe thus batter'd down, the ſoul poſſeſt a new, 


L. 


A Nd whether by this change ſhe loſe or win 
ſhe comes our next, where th'Ape would have gon in, * 
LY 11: and Eve had migled blouds, and now 
Wh ike Chymiques equal fires, her temperate womb 
Had ſtew'd and form'd it : and partdid become 
\ ſpangie liver, that did richly allow, 
Like a free conduit, ona high hils brow, 
Life-keeping moylture unto every part, 
Part hardned it ſelf to a thicker heart, 
W hoſe buſie furnaces lifes ſpirits do impart: 


LT. 


A oy gout became the Well of ſenſe, 
The tender well-arm'd feeling brain, from whence, 
hoſe ſinew ſtrings which do our bodies tie, 
" te ravel'd out, and faſt there by one end, 
: Did this Soul limbs, theſe limbs a fout atrend, 
[ P,4 4A | and 
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And now they joyn'd, keeping ſome quality 
. Ofevyery paſt ſhape, the knew treachery, 
Rapine, deceit, and luſt, andils enough 
Tobe a woman. Themech ſhe is now, 
Siſter and wife to Civ, Cain that firſt did plow. 


LII, 


Ho ere thou beeſt that read'ſt this ſullen Writ 
Which juſt ſo much cours thee; as thou doſt ir, 

Let me arreſt thy thonghts ; wonder with me 

Why plowing, building, ruling and thereſt, 

Or moſt of thoſearts, whence our lives are bleſt, 

By curſed Caing race invented be, 

And bleſt Seth'yext us with Aſtronomy. 

There's nothing ſimply good, nor ill alone, 

Ofevery quality compariſon - 

- The only meaſure is, and judge Opinion: 


The end of the Progreſs of the Soul. 
-—26-M-59—— 
HOLY SONNETS, 


La Corona. 


I. Eign at my hands thiscrown of prayer and praiſe, 
Weav'd in my lone devout melancholy, 

Thou which of good, haſt, yea art treaſurie, 

All changing ung; Ancient of dayes, 


But do not with a yile crown of trail bayes, 
Reward my Muſes white ſinceritie, | 
But what thy thorny crown gain'd, that give me, 
A crown of Glory, which doth flowre alwayes, 
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heends crown 'our works, but thou crown'ſt our ends, 
or at our ends begins our endleſs reſt, 
ſhe firſt laſt end-nowzealouſly poſleſt, 

ith a ſtrong ſoberthirſt, my ſoul attends. 
Tis time that heart and voice be lifted high, 
alvation to all that will is nigh. 


ANNUNTIATION. 


2, Salvation to all that will is nigh , 
hat all, which alwayes is all every where, 
hich cannot fin, and yetall ſins muſt bear, 
hich cannot die, yet cannot chuſe but die, 
Loe, faithful Virgin, yeelds himſelfto lie | 
npriſon, in thy womb ; and though he there 
in take no ſin, horthou give, yet bee'll wear h 
aken from thence, fleſh, which deaths force may trie, 
Ere by the ſphears time was created thou 
Waſt in bis mind, who isthy Son, and Brother, 
Whom thouconceiv'it conceived; yea thou art now 
Thy Makers maker, and thy Fachers mother, 
" Eſhou'haſt light in dark, and ſhutr'ſtin lictle room, 
Immenſity cloyſter'd in thy dear womb. 


NATIVITIE. 


3, na 9p cloyſter 'd in thy dear womb 
Now leaves his wel-beloy'd impriſonment, 
There he hath made himſelf to hisintent 

Weak enough, now into our world to come; 
But oh, for thee, for him, hath ch'Innno room$ 
Yet lay himin his ſtall, and from the Orient, 
Starres, and wiſemen will travel to prevent 
Th' effe& of Herods jealous 4&7 doom. 


; 
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Seeſt thou my Soul, with thy Faiths eye, how he 
Which fills all place, yet none holds him, doth lie ? 
Was not his pity towards thee wondrous high, 
Thit, would have need tobe pitied by thee : 

Kiſſe htm, and with him into Egypt goe. 

With his kiud mother, who partakes thy woe. 


TEMPLE. 


4 With bis kind mother, Who partakes thy woe, 
7oſeph turn back, ſee where your child doth fir, 
Blowing, yea blowifg out thoſe ſparks of wit, 
Which himſelf on the DoRors did beſtow ; - 
The Word but lately could not ſpeak, and loe 
It ſuddenly ſpeaks wonders : whence comes it, - 
Thar all which was, and all which ſhould be writ, 
A ſhallow ſeeming child ſhould deeply know # 
His Godhead was not ſoul to his manhood, 

Nor had time mellowed him to this ripeneſs, 

But asfor one which hath a long task, "ris good, 
With the Sun to begin his buſineſs, ; 

He in his ages morning thus began, 

By miracles exceeding power of man. 


CRUCIFYING. 


5. By miracles exceeding power of man, 
He faith in ſome, envy in fome begar, © 
For, what weak ſpirits admire, ambitious hate ; 
In both affetions many to himran, | 
But oh | the worſtaremoft, they will and can, 
Alas, and do, unto the\immaculate, *_ © 
W hoſe creature Fateis, "now preſcnibe a Fate, 
Mesſuring ſelf- lifes infinite toſpan, 
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Nay to an inch, 'Loe, where condemned he 

Bears his own croſs, with pain, yer by and by 
When it bears him, he muſt bear more and die. 
Now thou art lifted vp, draw me to thee, 

And at thy death giving ſuch liberal doke, » 
Moſt With one drop of thy blood, my dry fonl. 


RESURRECTION, 


6.' Moiſt with one arop of thy blood, my dry ſoul, 
Shall (chough ſhe now be in extreme de 
Too ſtony hard, and yer too fleſhly) be 
Freed by that drop, from being tary'd, hard or foul; 
And life by this death abled ſhall control 
Death, whom thy death flue, nor ſhall to me 
Fear of firſt or laſt death bring miſerie, 
If in thy life book my name thou inroul, 
Fleſh in that long ſleep is not putrified, 
But made that there, of which, and for which*twas; 
Nor can by other means be glorihed. 
May then ſins ſleep and death ſo6n from me paſs, 
That wake from both, I agiin riſen may 
Salate the laſt, and ever laſting day. 


ASCENSIION, 


7. Salate the laſt, and ever laſting day. 
Joy at the upriſing of this Sunne, and Sonne, 
Ye whoſe true tears, or tribulation 
Have purely waſhe or burnt your droflte clay , 
Behold the Higheſt parting hence away, 
Lightens the dark clouds, which he treads upon, 
Nor doth he by aſcending, ſhow alone, 
But firſt he, and he firſt enters the way. 
X 4 
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O ſtrong Ramm, which haſt batter'd heayen'for me, a 
Mild Lamb, which with thy blood haſt mark'd the path ; 


Bright torch which ſhin'ſt, that I che way may ſee, 


Oh, with thy own blood quench thy own juſt wrath, 


Andif thy holy Spirit my.Muſe did raiſe, 
Deign at my hanas this crown of prayer and praiſe, 


Holy Sonnets. 
[| , 


"Hou haſt made me, and ſhall thy work deciy ? 
Repair me now, for now mine end doth haſte 
I run to'death, and death meets me as faſt, 
Andall my pleaſures are like yeſterday, 
I dare not moye my dimme eyes any way , 
Deſpair behind, and death before doth caſt 
Such terrour, and my feeble fleſhdoth waſte 
By ſinin it, which it wards hell doth weigh ; 
Only thou artabove, and when towards thee. 
By thy leave I can look, I riſe again, 
But our oldſubtle foe ſo tempreth me, 
That not one hour my ſelf I can ſuſtain, 
Thy Grace may witig me to prevent his art, 
And thou like adamant draw mine iron heart. 


It. 
" A $ dueby many titles | reſigne 


My ſelf ro thee, O God. Firſt I was made 
Ry thee, and for thee; and when I was decay'd,. 


Thy blond bought that the which before was thine, 


I am thy Son, made with thy ſelf to ſhine, 
Thy ſervant, whoſe pains thou haſt ſtill repaid, 
Thy Sheep,thine Image, and dll I betray' 
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« [My ſelf, a temple of thy ſpirit divine, ' 
why doth the deyil, then uſurp on me ? 


why doth he ſteal, nay raviſhthat's thy righe ? 
Except thou riſe, . and for chige own work fight, 
Oh 1 ſhall ſoon deſpair, when Lihall 
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That thou lov'ſt mankind well, -yet wilt not chooſe me, 


And Satan hates me, yet is loth to loſe me. 
111. 


(Yeh: thoſe lighs and tears return again 
Into my breaſt and eyes,” which I have 


That I mightin this holy diſcontent... 


Mourn with ſome fruit, as I have mourn'd. in vain, 


In mine Idolatry.-what ſhowrs of rain 


Mine eyesdid waſte ? what griefs my beartdidrent? 


That ſufferance was my fin I-now repent, 


'Cauſe I did ſuffer L muſt ſuffer pai. 
Th'hydroptick drunkard, and night- 
1he itchy Lecher, and ſelf-tickling 
Fave the remembrance of paſt joyes, for relief. . 


proud 


Of comingills. To (poor) me 1s allow'd 
No eaſe, for long, yet vehement grief hath been 
Th'effe& and cauſe, the puniſhment and in. 


4 Hmy black Soul now thou art ſummoned - _ 


"i Vi 


ſpent, 


ſcouting thief, 


By ſickneſs, deaths herald and champion, 


Thou artlike a pi 
Treaſon, and d 


im, which abroad hath done 
not turn to whence he is fled, 


Or like a thief, which till deaths doom be read, 
Wiſheth himſelf delivered from priſon ; 


But damn'd and bal'd toexecution, 


Wiſheth that ſtill he might be impriſoned, 


Yet grace, if chou repent, thou canſt not lack; 
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dF # But who ſhall gve thee that grace to begin + 
/ Oh make thy ſelf with holy mourning black, 
And red wit! om & 1art wich fin; 
Or waſh thee in Chrilts bloud, which hith this mighe 
That being red, it diesfedſouts rowhite, 


V. 


Am alittle world made cunning 
Ot Elements, and an Angelike fprigh % 
But black ſin hath betraid to endleſs nighe 
My worlds both parts, 'and (oh) both parts muſt die. 
You which beyond that heaven which was moſt high, 
Have fornd'new ſphears, and of new land canwrite, 
Pour new ſeas in minEeyes, that ſo he might 
Drown my world with ty weeping earneſtly, 
Or waſhit if it muſt be drown'd no more : 
But oh it muſt be burnt, alas che fire 
Of luſt an& envy burnt it heretofore, 
And made it fouler, Let their flames retire, 
And burn mevh Lord, with a fierie zeal 
Of thee and thy houſe, which doth in eating heale; 


VE 


TS is my playes laſt ſcene, here heavens appoint 
My pilgrimages laſt mile ; and my race 

Idly, yet quickly fun, hath this laſt pace, 

My ſpins laſt "inch, my minutes f:teſt point, 

And glutt6nous death will inſtantly unjoynt 

My body and foul, and Iſhall ſleep a fpace, 

But my ever-wakinp part ſhall ſee that face, 

Whoſe fear already ſhakes my every joynt : 
Then, as my ſoul, to heaven her firſt ſeat, rakes flight, 
And earih-born body in the earth ſhall dwell, 
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$0, fall my ſins, that all may have theieright, 

To where they'are bred, and would preſs me to hell. 
Impute me righteous, thus parg'd of evil, 

For thus I leave the world, the fleſh, the devil, 


V 11 


T the round earths imagin'd corners, blow 
Your trur,pets, Anpels, and ariſe, ariſe 
From death, y-unumberleſs infiniries 
Of ſouls, an.c to your fcartered bodies poe, | 
All whom r'ie floud did, and fire ſhall overthrow, 
A)l whom warr, death, age, xn” apes 
Deſpair, law. chance hath ſlain, and you whoſe eyes 
Sha{l behold G64, ad never taſte deaths woe ; © 
Bux let them ſleep, Lord, and me mourn a ſpace, 
For, if above all theſe my ſins abound, 
'Tis late to asK abundance of ny prace, 
When we are there. Here onithis holy ground, 
Teach me howto repent ; for that's as good 
Asif thou had'ſt ſeal'd my pardon, with, my blood 


Vil» 


F faithfal ſouls'be alike glorifi'd 

As Angels, then my farhers ſoul doth ſee, 
And adds this even to full feficitie, 
That valiantlyThels wide mouth o*reſtride ; 
But if our mindsto theſe ſouls be deſcride, 
By circumſtances and by fignes that be 
Apparent in tis not immediately, "FA 
How ſhall my minds white truth by them betrid? 
They ſee Tdofatrous lovers weep and mourn, 
And/ſtile blaſphemous Confurers to call 
On Jeſus name, and pharifaicall 


Diſſemblers fein devotion. Thenturn 
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© peniſive ſoul, to God, for he knows beſt 
Thy grief for he put it into. my breſt. 


I X, 


F poyſonous Minerals, andif that tree, 
Whoſe Fruit threw death on (elſe immortal) us ] 
If lecherqus Goats, . if Serpents envious \ 
Cannot be damn'd, alaſs, whyſhould I be 2 I 
Why ſhould intent'or reaſon, bornin me, 
Make fins, elſe equal, in me more hainous? ; 
And mercy being eafie and glorious 
To God; in his ſternwrath,” why threatens he ? 
But who am Ithat dare diſpute with thee ? 
O God, oh! of thineonely worthy blood, | 
And my tears, make a heavenly Lethean flood, | 
And drowtrin it my fins black memory, 

That thou remember them, ſome claim as debr, 

I think it mercy if thou wilt. forget, 


X. 


Eath be not proud, though ſome have called thee 
Mighty and dreadful; for, thou art not ſo, 
For, thoſe, whom thou think'{t thou doſt overthrow, 
Die not, poor death, nor yet canſt thou kill me. 
From reſt and fleep, which bur thy piRture be : - 
Much pleaſure then from thee, much more.muſt flow, 
And ſooneſt our beſt men, with thee do goe, 
Reſt of their bones, and ſouls delivery | 
Thouart ſlave to Fate, chance, Kings, and deſperate men, 
And dqſt with poyſon, warr and ſickneſsdwell, 
And poppy, or charms can make us ſleepas well, 
And better than thy ſtroke ; why ſwell {t thou then? 
One ſhort ſleep paſt, we wake eternally, 
And death ſhall bego more, death thou ſhalt die. 
| | _ 
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Pit in my face you Jews, and pierce my ſide. 
Obater, and ſcoffe, ſcourge, anderucife mp7 
For { have ſinn'd, and finn'd, and only he, 
Who could do no iniquity, hath dyed : 

But by my death can not be ſatisfied 

My ſinnes, which paſs the Jewsimpietie : 
They kill'd once an inglorious man, but 1 
Crucifie him daily being now glorified. 
Olet me then » —_— love itill admire ; 
Kings pardon, but he bore our-puniſhment, 
And Jacob came cloth'd in vile harſh attire, 
But to ſupplant, and with 'gainful intent : 
God cloth'd himſelf in vile mans fleſh, that ſo 
He might be weak enough to ſuffer woe. 


XII. 


WW are we by all creatures waited on ? 
Why do the prodigal elements ſupply 
Life and food to me, being more pure thanT, 
Simpler, and further from corruption ? 

Why brook'ſt thou ignorant horſe, ſubjeRion ? 
Why doſt thou bull, and bore ſo ſeelily 


Diſſemble weakneſs, and by one mans ftroke die, 
Whoſe whole kind you might ſwallow and feed upon 2 


Weaker Iam, woe is me, and worſe than you, 
You have not ſinn'd, nor need be timorous, 
But wonder at a greater, for to us 

Created nature och theſe things ſubdue, 


But their Creator, *whom fin, nor nature tyed ; 
For us, his Creatures, and his foes, bath dyed, 
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X I'IT. 


AN/uEE if this preſent were the worlds laſt night? \ 
Mark in my heart, O ſoul, where chou doſt dwel, 


The PiRure of Chriſt cruciff d, and tel) H 
Wherlier his countenance can thee aftright, In 
Tezrsin his eyes quench cheamazing lighe, 47 
Bloud fils his frowns, which from his pierc d head fell, 
And canthat tongue adjud udge thee unto hell, H 
Which pray'd forgivenels his foes fierce ſpight? C 
No, no; butasin my Idolatrie A 
I ſaid to all my profane Miſtreſles, | 

Beaucie, of pity, foulneG only is TI 
A ſign of rigour : ſo I fay to thee, oy bh 
To wicked ſpirits are horrid ſhapes aſlign'd, 1 
This beauteous form afſumes a piteous mind. br 


XIV. 


Atter my:heart, three perſon'd God; for, you 
As yet but knock, breach, ſhine, and ſeek to mend ; 

That 1 may riſe. and ſtand, o'rthrow nie, /and bend 

Your force, to break, blow, burn, and make me new. 

1. like an uſurpt Town, to another due, 

Labour to admit you, but oh;rono end. 

Reaſon your Viceroyin me, we ſhould defend, 

But is captiv'd, and proves weak or untrue, 

Yer dearly'I love you' and would be loy'd fain, 

But am betroth/q unto your enemy, 

Divorce me, *untie, or break'that knot again, 

Take me to you, impriſon me, for I 

Except you enthral me, ' never - ſhall free, 

Nor ever chaſte, except you raviſh n % 


BALDYLZESE< OTST T mul 
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XY..." 


Wk thou love God as he thee ? then digeſt, 
My Soul, this who Ion, 
How God the Spirit, by Angels waited on 
In heaven, doth make his temple in thy breſt, 
-E The Father having begot a Son'moſt blef}, 
And ſtill begeriing, (for he ner begun) 
Hath.deign'd to thee by adopti 
Coheir to *his glory, 'and $a endleſs reſt. 
And as a robb'd man, whichby fearchdoth find 
His ſtoln ſtuffe ſold, muſt loſe or buy'ir again: 
The Sun of glory came down, and was lain, 
Us whom he *had made; and Satan ſtole, co unbind, 
'Twas much, that man was made like God before, 
But, that God ſhould be made like man, much more. 


XVI. 


ſoc, part of his double intereſt 
Unto thy Kingdome, thy Son gives to me, 

His joynture in the knotty Trinity 

He keeps, and gives to me his deaths conqueſt. 

This Lamb, whoſe death, with life the world bath bleſt, 
Was from the worlds beginning ſlain and he 

Hath made two Wils, which with the Legacie 

Of his and thy Kingdom, thy Sons invelt : 

Yet ſuch are theſe lawes, that men argue yet 

Whether a man thoſe ſtatutes can fulfil ; 

None doth ; but thy all-healing grace and Spirit 

Revive again what law andletrer kill. | ll | 
by lawes abridgement, and thy laſt command f 
ls all but love; O let this lat Willfland ! 
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On the bleſſed Virgin Mary. 


N that, O Queen of Queens, thy birth was free 
From that which others dothofprace bereave, 
When in their mothers womb they life receive, 

God, as his ſole-born daughter loved thee. 


T'; match thee like thy births gobylicy, 
He thee his Spirit, for his ſpouſe did leave, 
By whom thou didſt bis only Son conceive, 
And ſo waſt link'd coallthe Trinity. | 


Ceaſe then; O Queens; that earthly Crowns do wear 
To glory inthe Pomp of earthly things , 
If men ſuch high reſpe&s unto _= bear, 
Which daughters, wives, and mothers are of Kings, 
What honourcan unto that Queen be done 
W ho had your God for Father, Spouſe and Son ? 


| ——_—_—_— VC 


The Croſs. 


oe Chriſt embrac'd the Croſs it ſelf, dare I 
His image, th'image of his Croſs deny ? 
Would I have. pr by the Sacrifice, 

Anddare the choſen Altar to deſpiſe ? 

It bore all other (ins, bur is ir fic 

Thar it ſhould bear the fin of ſcorning it ? 

Who from the piture would avert his eye, 

How would he flie his pains, who there did die? 
From me, no Pulpit, nor miſgrounded law, 

Nor ſcandal taken ſhalſthis Croſs with-draw, 

It ſhall nor, for it cannot, for, the loſs 

Of this Croſs; were to me another Croſs, 

Better were worſe, for noaMiRtion 

No Croſs is ſo extreme, as to have none : wid 
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Who can blot outthe Croſs, which th' inſtrument 
Of God dew'd on-me in the Sacrament ? 


Who can deny me power, and liberty 
To ſtretch mine arms, and mine own Croſs to be ? 


Eswim, andat every ſtroke thon artthy Croſs, 


The'maſt and yarg make one, where ſeas do toſs , 
Look down, thou fpieſt our croſſes in ſmall things, 
Look up, thou ſeeſt birds rais'd on croſſed wings ; 
All the Globes frame, and ſphears, is nothing elſe 
But the Meridians crofing Parallels. 

Material croſſes then, good phyſick be, 

But yet ſpiritual have chief dignity. 

Theſe for extracted chymique medicine ſerve, 
And cure much better, ni as well preſerve ; 
Then are you your own Phyſick, or nee& none, 
When till'd or purged by tribulation: ., 

For when that croſs ungrudg'd, unto yth ſticks, 
Then are you to your ſelf, a Crucifix, 

As perchance caryers do not faces make, 

But that away which hid them there, do take : 

Let Croſſes, fo, take what hid Chriſt in thee; 

And be his Imape, or not his, but he. 

Bur, as oft, Alchymiſts do Coyners prove, 

So may a ſelf-diſpiſing, ger ſelf-love. 

And then, as worſt forks of beſt meats be, 

Sos pride, iſſued from humility, 

For *tis no child, but monſter ; therefore Croſs 
Your joy in croſſes, elſe;'ris double loſs, | 
And croſs thy ſenſes, elſe both they, and thou 
Mult periſh ſoon, and to deftruRtion bow. 

For if th' eye ſee good objeRs and will take 

No croſs from bad, we cannot ſcape a ſnake. 

So with harſh, hard, ſowr, ſtinking, croſs the reſt, 


Y Make them ir:different , all, nothing beſt, 
Y 


g 
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But moſt the eye needs croſſing, that can rome 
And move; To tl others objects muſt come home, 
And croſs thy heart: for that in man alone 
pants downwards, and hath.palpication, 
Croſs thoſe detorſions, whenit downward tends, 
And when it to forbidden heights pretends. 
And as the brainthrough bony walls doth vent 
By Sutures, which a Croſſes form preſent : 
So when thy brain works, e're thou utter it, 
Croſs and corre& concupiſcence of wit, 
Be covetous of croſſes, let none fall. 
Croſs no man elſe, but croſs thy ſelf in all, 
Then doth the croſs of Chriſt work fairhfully 
Within our hearts, when we love harmleſly 
The Croſles piures much, and with more care 
That croſſes children, which our crofſes are, 


Pſalm 137. 
' ' & 


B* Euphrates flowry ſide 
We did bide, 
From dear Juda far abſented, 
Tearing the air with our cries, 
And our eyes, 
With cheir ſtreams his ſtream augmented: 


IT, | [19 


When poor Sions doleful ſtate, 
Deſolate : 
Sacked, burned, andiathrall'd, 
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And the Temple ſpoil'd, whichwe | 
Near ſhould ſee, | 
To our mirthleſs mindes we call'd. 


TIT. 


Our mute harpes, untured, unſtrunp, * 
Up we hung 
Ongreen willows near beſide us, 
Where, we fitting all forlorn , 
Thus, in ſcorn, 
Our proud Spoylers'gan deride us, 


I'V. 


Come, fad captives, leave your moans, 
And your groans | 

Under Sions ruines bury , 

Tune your liarps, and fing us layes 
Inthe praiſe 


Of your God,and let's be merry: 
V. 


Can, ah, can we leave our moans ? 
And our groans 
Rader Sions ruines bury ? 
Can we in this Land ſing Layes 
In the prai a 
ROf our God, and here be merry? 


VI, 


No. dear Sion, ifT yet | "I - ord GE 
Y;* *Doforge Y3... "Uh 


j i 
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Thine aMiRion miſerable; 20 
Let my nimble joynts become 

Stiffeand numm 
To touch warbling harp unable. 


VIL 


Let my tongue loſe ſinging kill, 
Let it ſtill 
To my parched roof be glewed, 
Kin either harp or voice 
I rejoyce, 


Till thy joyes ſhallbe renewed. 
VIIL 


Lord, curſe Edoms rraiterous kinde, 


Bear in minde 
In our ruines how they revel['d. 
Sack, kill,barn, they cry'd out ſtill, 
Sack burn, kill, * © 
Down with all, ler all be levell'd. 


I%, 


And, thou Babel, whenthe tyde | © 
Ofthy pride PILE 
Now a flowi One WELE : (6 
+ Victor now, ſhall then be thrall, _ - 
And ſhall fall | hae: 
Toas lyw ag ebb of mourning, 


R, 


Hoeppy he who ſhall thee waſte, 
Fry As thou haſt ' 


_—_ a wn. ed nord a my AS... a... At oe = cats nia, 
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Us, without all mercy, waſted,... +. 
And ſhall make thee taſte and ſee. . 

What poor we vc 11 BY 
By thy means have ſeen and taſted, ,;. . - * 0 


"I. 


Happy, who, thy tender barnes 
| From the armes 
Of their wailing mothers tearing, 
*Gainſt the walls ſhall daſh their bones, 
Ruthleſs ſtones tv. 
With their brains and blood beſmearing. 


ReſurreFFion imperfeFt. 

COlLeep, ſleepold Sun, thou canſt nothave repaſt + 

As yet, the wound thou cook'ſt oh friday laſt; 
Sleep then, and'reſt::*the world-may bear thy ſtay, 
.Aberrer Sunroſe before thee wa MLL T1 TROY 
Whoz not content-to enlighten all chat dwell. IS Ig 
On the earths face, as thou; enliphenedhelſ+ > + 
And madethe dark fires languiſh inthat vaſe,” 
As at thy pteſence here, our fires grow pale, 
Whoſe body having walk'd on earth, and now 
Haſting to Heaven, would, that he might allow 
Himſelf unto all ſtations, and fill all, 
For theſe three d4ies become a mineral , 
He was all gold when helay down, but roſe 
All tinRure, and doth not alone diſpoſe 
Leadenand iron wills to good, but is 


Of power to make eyen ſinful fleſh like his, 
by, Y 3 Had + 
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Had one of thoſe, whoſe creduſous piety 
Thought, that a Soul one might diſcern and fee, 
Go from a body, *at this fepulcher been, 

And iſſuing from the ſheet; this body ſeen, 
He would have juſtly thought this body a ſoul, 
If, not of any man, yet ofthe whole. 


Deſunt cetera, 


f 2 Sir Robert Carr. 


SIR, 


I Preſume you rather trie What you can do in me, than what 
Tran do in verſe ; youi know my uttermoſt When it was beſt, 
and even then I did beſk, when I had leaſt truth for my ſubjets, 
Tn this preſent caſe there is [6 much truth as.it defeats all Pore 
try. Calltherefore. this paper by what narpt you will, and 
it be not worthy of bins, nor of you, nor of me, ſmother it, 
that the ſacrifice. DAfgon had commanded me to have waited 
on his body to Scotland and, preached there,” 1 wonld have int 
braced the obligation with more alacvity; But I thank you that 
you would command me that Which, I was loat ito do, for even 
that bath given 8 re of merit to thy obedient of 7; 


a ended mr. oc coas Ja ik ...._ 


- Your poor friendand 
ſervant in Chriſt Jeſus 


I. D. 
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Hamylton, 


\ Pf fopes thar ſoul whichnow comes up to you 


Fill any formercank, or make a new, 
Whether it take a name nam'd there before, 
Or be a name it ſelf, and order more 
Than was in heaven till now; (for may not he 
Be ſo, if every ſeveral Angel be 
A kinde alone) What ever order grow 
Greater by him in heaven, we do not ſo; 

One of your orders grows by his acceſs , 

But, by his loſs grow all our orders leſs, 

The name of Father, Mafter, Friend; the name 
OfSubje& and of Prince, in oneisJame ; 

Fair mirth is dampt, and converſation black, 
The Houſhold widow'd, and the Garterflack 


. The Chrppelwants an ear, Councel a tongue; 


Story 1 theame, and Mulick |:cks a ſong. 

Bleſt order that hath him, the lo of him 
Gangreen'd all Orders here, all loſt a limb: 
Never made body fuch haſte to confeſs 

Whar a ſoul was; all formercomelinef 

Fled, in a minute, when the ſoul was gone, 
And havingloſt that beauty, would have none : 
So fell our Monaſteries, in an inſtantgrown 
Not toleſs houſes, bnt to heaps of ſtone; 

So ſent his body that fair form ic wore 

Unto the ſphear of forms, anddoth (before 
His ſoul ſhall fill up his ſepulchral None,) 
Anticipite a RefurreQion 

Y 4 


An hymn to the Saints, and to Marqueſs 
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For, asit is his fame, now his ſoul is here, 

So, in the form thereof his bodie's there, 

Andif, fair ſoul, not with firſt 7mucents 

Thy ſtation be, but with the Penitents 

(And who ſhall dare to ask then when I am 
Dy'd ſcarletin the blood of that pure Lamb, 

W hether,chat colour, whichis ſcarlet then, 
Were black or white before in cies of men?) 
When thou remembreſt what ſins thou didſt find 
Amongſt thoſe many-friends now left behind, 

| And ſeeſt ſuch ſinners as they are, with thee 
Got thither by repentance, let it be 

Thy wiſh to wiſh all there, to wiſh them clean; 
Wiſh him a David, her a Magaalen. 


m—_ SE een 


T he Annuntiation ana Paſſion. 


Amely frail fleſh, abſtain to day ,/ 

My ſoul eates twice, Chriſt hither andaway, 
She ſees him man, ſo like God made jn this, _ 
That of them both a circle embleme1s, 
Whoſe firſt and laſt concurr, this doubtful day 
Of feaſt or faſt, Chriſt cane, and wentaway. 

- She ſees him nothing twice at once, who is all ; 

She ſees a Cedar plant it ſelf, and fall. \ _ 
Her Maker put to making, and the heal 
Of life, at once, not yetalive, and dead, 
She ſees at once, the Virgin mother ſtay 
R-elus'd at home, as CNgorip. 
Sad zndrejoyc'd ſhee's ſeen at once, 4nd ſeen 
Ac almoſt fifty, and at ſc-rce fifteen 
Ar once a ſons promis'd her, and gone, 
Gabriel gives Chrift to her, He herto Joby. 
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Not fully a mother, -She's in Orbitie, 
Ar once Receiver and the Legacie ; 
All this andall between, this day bath ſhown, 

Th' Abridgment of Chriſt's ſtory, which makes one 
(As in plain Maps, the furtheſt Welt is Eaſt ) - -- 
Ofth' Angels Ave, and conſummatums eFF. 

How well the Church, Gods Court of Faculties, 
Deales in, ſometimes, and ſeldom Joyning theſe, 

As by the ſelf-fix'd Pole we never do 

Direc our courſe, but the next ſtar thereto, 

Which ſhows where th' other is, and which we ſay 
(Becauſe it trayes not farr) doth never ſtray : 

So God by his Church, neareſt to him, we know, 
And ſtand firm, if we by her motion goe,. 

His Spirir, and his fiery Pillar. doth w:{1 
Lead, and his Church, as cloud;;to one end both. 
This Church by letting thoſe feaſts joyn, hath ſhown 
Death and —_— in mankindeare one. | 
Or 'twas in him the ſame humility, | 

That he would be a man and leave to be : 

Or as creation he hath made, as God, 

With the laſt judgment, but one period, 

His imitating Spouſe would joynin one | 
Minhoods extreems : he ſhall come. he is gone; 
Or, as though one blood drop which thence did fall, 
Accepted, would haveſerv'd, he yet ſhed all 

So though the leaſt of his pains, deeds, or words, 
Would buſie a life, ſhe all this day affords. 

This treaſure then, in groſs, my ſoul up-lay, 

Andin my life retail it every day. 
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Goodfriday, 1613. riding Weſtward. 


J En mans Soul be a Sphear, and'then, in this, 
The intelligence that moves, devotion' is, 
And as the' other Sphears, by being grown 
Subject roforraiph motion; loſe their own, 
And being by others hurried every day, 
Scarce ina year their naturalform 0 
Pleaſure 6r buſineſs, (6, « ſouls admie 
For their firſt mover,'and are'whir! ; 
Hence is, that T am carried towardsr e Weſt 
This day whenmy ſoulsform vendors the Faſt, 
There Thould FR a Sul by riſing ſet, © 
And by that _ endleſs day - 
But dize Chriſt on Fs Croſs, did fa, 
/ Sin had eternally deniphted: all, 
Yet darePalmoſt he ghatl, Tdonotſce” 
That ſpeQacle of two much weight for me. 
Who ſee's Gods face:thatisfellife, myſt die; 
W hat a death were ittherits ſee Godidic > 
It made his mw margy nm, = ſhrink, 
the Sun wink, 


Jt made hisfoorſt 
Could Þ ſpan che Poles 
And tune all f Doe onee, yn Tok thoſe holes ? 
Could 1 behold that endleſs height which i is 
Zenith to us, and our Antipodes, 
Humbled below us? of thar blood which is 
The ſeat of all our ſouls, if not of his, 
M:de durt of duſt, or that fleſh which was worn 
| : God, for his appare|, ragg'd, and torn ? 
If 6n theſe chings 1 durſt not look, durſt 1 
On his diſtreſſed mother caſt mine eye, 


es 


 % 
- 
R—_— 
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who was Gods partner here, and farniſh'd thus 

"JHalf of that ſacrifice which rariſom'd us ? | 

- FThough wow things as I ride be from mine eye, 

hey're preſent yet unto my memory, . 

| _ looks towards thent; and thou fook'ſt towards me; 
O Saviour, as thou hanyſt upotithe;tree; | 
turn my back to thee, butro'reteive ©. 

—_ jons till = _— bidrhee ſeave. 

Othink me worth thineanper, punifhme, 

Burn off my raſt, and my deformi a 

Reſtore thine Image, ſo much by thy grace, 

Thatthou maiſt know me, and I'll rarnimy face, 


- 
—— 
— —_ — * — 


THE LITANIE, 
) 34 Uf ay 2-98 
14? 
TheFavitin: 


Ather of Heaven, and hin, by whotn 
It, and us for-it; and all elſe; for us 
Thou mad'ſt and govern'ſt ever, come, 
And re-create me, now grown ruitious: 

My heart is by dejeRtion clay, 

And by ſelf-murder, red. 
From this red earth, O Father, purge away 
All vicious tinRures, that new faſhioned 

L may rife up from death, before mdead. 
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The SON. 


© Son gf God, who ſeanggrra thing, Sears. 4: 
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Sin, and Death crept in, which were never made, 
By bearing one tryedſt wich what ſtings 
The other could thine heritage invade ,.. - 
Obethon nail'd unto my-heart, . - 
And crucified again, ; 


Part not from it, though it from thee would part, 
But ketit be by applying ſothy pain, 1; _ 
Drown'd in thy blood, andin thy paſfion ſlain. 


IIL 
The KoLy Gros T. 


| #3 1: I. S$6 

O Holy Ghoſt, whoſe temple 1 | 
Arm, but of mud walls, and condenſed duſt, 
And being facrilegiouſly 

Half waſted with youths fres,-of pride and luſt, 
| Muſt with new ſtorms be weather beate , 

Double in my -heartthy fame, 1 | 

Which ler devout fad tears jntend; ' andilet | 1 
(Though this glaſs Lanthorn, fleſh, do ſuffet maim,) 
Fire, Sacrifice, Prieſt, Altar be the ſame:. + - 


IV: 
The: TRINITY. 


O Bleſſed glorious Trinity, - + 

Bones to philoſophy, but milk to faith, 
Which, as wiſe ſerpents diverſly 

Moſt flipperinefs, yet moſt entanglings hath, 
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As you diſtinguiſh'd undiſtinR, 
By power, love, knowledge, _ 

IGive me ſuch ſelf different inſtin@, 

\ KOf theſe ler all me elemented be, 


y. 
 * The VaginMaxy. 


For that fair bleſſed Mother-maid, © 
hoſe fleſhredeem'd us, That ſhe'Cherubin, 
8 Which unlock'd Paradiſe, and made 
One claim for innocence; and difſeiz'd fin, | 
Whoſe womb was a ſtrange heay'n, for there 
God cloatlyd himſelf, _ ew, 
Our zealous thanks we pour,” As her deeds were 
Our helps, ſo are her prayers, nor canſhe ſue. 
In vain, who hath ſuch des unto you, 


VL 
The Amngel-, 


8 Andfince this life our nonage is, 

"And we in Wardſhip ro thine Angels be, 

\ENative in heavens Palaces, | 

{Where we ſhall be but denizen'd by thee, 

Asth' earth conceiving by the Sun, 

Yeelds fair diverſity, / | 
Yet never knows what courſe that light doth run ; 
$So let me ſtudy that mine ations be £ 
Worthy their ſight, chough blind in how they ſee. 


ff power, to love, to know, you unnumbred three} 
"#1 | 


__— 
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_ VIL, 
The Farierchs | 


And letthy Patriarchs Deſire —_ 
(Thoſe great Grandfathers of wy church, which ſaw 


More in the cloud, than we 
Whom Nature clear'd. mo nao us grace and law, 
And __ in heaven ſtill pray, that me - 
May uſe our new belpsright,) kv 
Be —_ and f 1n.me., | 
| non, 
Nor Faith by reaſon added, op ber (+, 


VIII. 
The Prophets. 


Thy Eagle-ſighted Prophets too, 
(Which were thy Churches Organs, and did ſound / 
That harmony which made of two 
One law, and did unite, but.not confound , 
Thoſe heavenly Poets which did ſee 
 Thywill, anditexpreſs | 
Inrythmi ue feet) .in commonpray for me, 
That I by them excuſe not my excels 
In ſeeking ſecrets, or Poetiqueneſs. 


IX. 
The Apoſtles. 


And thyillpſtzjous Zodiack 
Of aye Apoſtles, which ingirt this All, 
(From whom whoſoever do not take 


Their light, to dark deep pits, thrown down dofall ) 


As through their prayers thou haſt let me know 
Thar their books aredivine , 
| May they pray ſtill, and be heard, chat 1 go 
Th' old broad wayin applying; © 'O decline 
I Me, when my cotument would make thy word mine, 


X. 
The Martyrs. 


'8 Andſince thou fo defirouſly | 
J Did'tt bong to. die; that long before thou couldit, 
And long ſince thou no more coulditdy, 
I Thou inthy ſcatter'd myſtique bodywou 
T8 _ In Abe/dy, and everſince 
In gs, paws bloodcome 
Tobeg for us, a diſcreet patience 
.yot =. or of worle life, for, oh, to ſome 
'YNotco be Martyrs, isa martyrdome, 


OS: 
T he Confe ors, 


Therefore with thee triympheth there 
A Virgin Squadron of white Co y 
Whoſe bloods betroth'd, not married were ; 
Tender'd, not taken by thoſe Raviſhers ; 
| They know, and pray, that we may know ; 
| In every Chriſtian J 
Hourly terapeſtuous perſecutions grow, 
AF entations martyr us alive; Aman 
Ys to himſelf a Dioclefian, 
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XII. 
The Virgins, 


The, cold white ſnowy Nunnery, 
Which, as thy Mother, their high Abbefs, ſent 
Their bodies back agzin to thee, 

As thou hadſt lent chem, clean and innocent, 
Though they have not obtain'd of thee, . 
That or thy Churchor I 

Should keep as they, our firſt integritie , 

Divorce thou ſin in us, or bid itdie, 

And call chaſte widowhead Virginity. 


 XIIL 
The Doftors. 


The ſacred Academ above 
Of DoRors, whoſe pains have unclaſp'd, and taught 
Both books of life tous (for love 
To know the Scripture tells us, we'are wrote 
In thy other book) pray for us there, 
That what they have miſdone 
Or mif-ſaid, we to that may notadhere, 
Their zeal may be our fin. Lord letus run 
Mean waies, and call them ftars, but not the Sun, 


XIV. 


And whil'{ this univerſal Quire, 
That Church intriumph, this in warfare here, 
.» Warm'd with one all-partaking fire 
Oflove, that none be loſt, which coſt thee dear, 
Praye 
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Prayes ceaſleſsly, ?*and thou hearken too Z +; 1 
Since to be gracious ' | | 

Our task is treble, to pray, bear, and do) 

Hear this prayer Lord, O Lord deliver us 

From truſting in thoſe prayers, though powr'd out chus, 


XV, 


From being anxious, or ſecure, 
Dead clouds of ſadneſs, or light ſquibs of mirth, 
From thinking, that great courts immure 
All or no happineſs, or that this earth 
Is onely for our priſon fram'd, 
Or that thou art covetous” ' © 
To them whom thou loveſt or that they are maim'd 
From reaching this worlds ſweets, who ſeek thee thus, 
With all their might, Good Lord deliver us, 


XVI. 


From needing danger, to be good, 
From owning thee yeſterdaics tears to day, 
From truſting ſo much to thy blood, 
That in that hope, we wound our ſouls away, 
From bribing thee with Almes, to excuſe 
Some ſin more burdenous, 
From light affeing, in religion, news, 
From thinking us all ſoul, negleRing thus 
Our mutual duties, 'Lord deliver us, 


XVII 


From tempting Satan to tempt us, BY 
By our connivence, or ſlack company, 


Je Z From 
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From meaſuring ill by vicious, 
NegleRing to choak fins ſpawn, Vanity; 
From indiſcreet humili 
Which might be ſcandalous, 
And caſt reproach on Chriſtianity , 
| From being ſpies, or to ſpies pervious, 
From thirſt, or ſcorn of tame, deliver us. 


X V 111. 


Deliver us through thy defeent | 
Into the Virgin, whoſe womb was a place 
Of middle kind, and thou being fent 
To* ungracious us, ſtaid'ſt at her full of grace ; 
And through thy poor birth, where firſt thoy 
Glorified't Poverty, 
And yet ſoon after riches didſt allow, 
By accepting Kings gifts in th! Epiphany, þ 
Deliver, and make us, to both wayes free. 


X1NX. 


And through that bitter agony, 
Which till is th* agony of pious wits, 
Diſputing what diſtorted thee, 
Andinterrupted evenneſs, with fits ; 
And through thy free confeſſion, 
Though thereby they were then | | 
Made blind, ſo that thou might'ſt from them have gone; 
Good Lord deliver us, and teachus when 
We may not, and we may blind unjuſt men, 


X X. 


Throughthy ſabmittingall, co blows 
Thy face, thy robesto ſpoil,thy fame to ſcorn; 


All wayes, which ra 
nd by which chon coul 
And through thy gallanthumbleneſs 
Which thou in death didſt ſhow, 
Yying before thy ſoul they could exprefs, 
deliver us from death, by dying fo, 
0 this world, ere this world do bid us go. 


When ſenſes, which thy 
earm againſt thee, andt 


hotn 


ef 


XXT 


ons 


XXI1 


diminiſhes the Word, 
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or Juſtice knows, 
ſhew, that thou waſt born, 


ſouldiers are, 

hey fight for fin: 
When want, ſent but to tame, doth war, 
nd work deſpair a breach to enter-in : _ 
When plenty, God's Image, and ſeal, 
Makes us Idolatre 
nd love it, not him, w 
hen we are moy'd to ſeem religious 
jnly ro vent wit, Lord deliver vs. 


ir ſhould reveal 1 


In Churches when thy infirtnicy 
him which ſpea 
When Magiſtrates 


imiſ-apply 
Yo us, as we jude, lay or ohoſlly fword, _ 
' When plague, whicis thine Angel, raigns, 
Or wars, thy Champions, ſway, 
hen Hereſie. thy ſecond deluge, gains ; 
th* hogr of death, the Eve of 
liver us from the ſiniſter way, 


ſudgment day 


oo 


=_ O_o ea PF 


That we may hear, Lord hear us when we pray. 
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XXIIT. 


Hear us, O hearus Lord; to thee 
A ſinner is more muſick when he prayes, 
Then ſphears, or Angels praiſes be, FX 
In Panegyrick Allelujaes ; | 
Hear us, for till thou hear us, Lord, 
We know not what to ſay. | 
Thine ear to'our ſighs,tears, thoughts gives voice and word. 
O thou, who Satan heard'ſt in Fobs ſick day, _ 
Hear thy ſelf now, for thou in us doſt pray. 


AXNIVE: -- . 
That we may change to evenneſs 


This intermitting agurſh Pietie, 
That ſnatching cramps of wickedneſs 


And Apeplexies of faſt ſin, may die , ! 
That Muſick of thy promiſes, | 
Not threatsin Thunder may | F 


Awaken us to our juſt offices ; 
Whatin thy book, thou doſt, or creatures ſay, 


om hn OY 


XXV. 


That our ears ſickneſs me may cure, 
And reQifie thoſe Labyrinthsaright, 
That we by hearkning, not procure 
Our praiſe, nor others diſpraiſe ſo invite, 
That we getnot. a flipperineſs 
And ſenſleſly decline 
From hearing bold wits jeaſl at Kings cxceſle, 
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'To'admit the like of Majeſtie divine, 
That we.may lock our ears, Lord open thine. 


" XXVL. 


That living law, the Magiſtrate, | 
Which to give us, and make us phyſick, doth 
Our vices often aggravate 
| Thar preachers taxing (in, before her growth, 
kc That Satan, and invenom'd men 
Which will, if we ſtarve, dine 
IJ Whcnthey do moſt accuſe us, may ſee then 
Us c9 azendment hear them , thee dedine, ® 
That we may open our cars, Lord lock thine, 


XX VII. 


That learning, thine Ambaſſadour, 
From thine allezgeance we never tempt, 
That beauty, Paradiſcs flower 
For Phyſick made, from poyſon be exgmpe, 
That wit, born apt, high good to do, 
By dwelling lazily | 
On Natures-nothing be not nothing too, 
Thacour affeRions kill us not, nor F 
Hear us, weak ecchoes, Ochou ear, and crie, 


XX VIII. 


Son of God hear us, and fince thou 

by taking our blood, oweſt it us again, 
Gain to thy ſelf and usallow, 

And let not both us andthy ſelf be flain. 

Z 3 
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OLamb of God, which'tookſt our fin all 


Which could nor ſtick to thee, 
O let it not return to us again, 


But Patient:and Phyſitian being free, 
As fin is nothing, let it no where be, | | 


hi —_— 
— — ——_—— 


G—— es dt _— EE 


Upon the tranſlation of the Pſalms by Sir Phi- 
lip Sydney, avdrhe Counteſs of Pembrook 
his Sifter. 


Ternal Obd, (for whom who ever dare 

Seek new-expreſſions, do the Circle ſquare, 
And thruſt into ſtrait corners of poor wit 
Thee, who art cornerleſs and infinite) 
I would but bleſs thy Name, not name 
(And thy gifts are as infinite as thou :) 
Fix we our praiſes therefore on this one, 
Thatas thy bleſled Spirit fell upon | 
Theſe Pſalms firſt Author in a cloyen tongue, 
(For 'twas a double power by which he ng 
The higheſt matter in the nobleſt form ,) 
So thou haſt cleft that Spirit, to perform 
That work again, and ſhed ir, here, upon 
Two, by their bloods, and by thy Spirit one ; 
A brotherand a Siſter, made by thee 
The Organ, where thou art the Harmony, 
Two that make one ohy Baptiſts holy voice ,- 
And who that Pſalm, Now ler the Iſles rejoyce, 
Have both tranſlated, and apply'dit too, 
Both rold us what, and taught us how to do. 
They ſhew us llanders our joy, our King, 
They tell us why, and teach us how to ſing. 


cnow; 


SOEIER 
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Make all this All, three Quires, heaven, earch, and ſphears ; 
The firſt, Heaven, hatha ſong, but no man hears, 
The ſphears have Muſick, but they have no tongue, 
Their harmony is rather danc*dthan ſung ; 

But our third Quire, to which the firſt gives ear, 
(For Angels learn by what the Church does here) 
This Quire hath all. The Organiſt is he 

Who hath tun'd God and Man,the Organ we : 

The ſongs are theſe, which heavens high holy Muſe 
Whiiper'd to David, David to the Jews : 

And Davids Succeſſors in holy zeal 

In forms of joy and art do re-reveal 

To us ſo ſweetly and fincerely too, 

That muſt not rejoyce as.I would do 

WhenlI behold that theſe Pſalms are become 

So well attyr'd abroad, ſo ill at home, 

So well in Chambers, in thy Church ſo ill, 

As can ſcarce call that reform'd until 

This be reform'd ,, Would a whole State preſent 

A leſſer gift than ſome one man hath ſent? 

And ſhall our Church, unto our Spouſe and King 
More hoarſe, more harſh than any other, ſing? 

For that we pray, we praiſe thy name for thzs, 
Which, by thy 27oſes and this J{iriars, is 

Already done, and as thoſe Pſalms we call 


(Though ſome have other Authors) David's all : 


So though ſome have, ſome may ſome Pſalms tranſlate 
We thy $ydvean Pſalms ſhall celebrate, 
And, till we come'th' Extemporalſong to ſing 
(Learn'd the firſt hower, that we ſee the King, 
Who hath tranſlated thoſe tranſlators) may 
Theſe their ſweet learned labours, all the way 
Be as Our tuneing, thatwhen hence we part 
We may fall in with them, and ſing our part. 


Z 4 Oat 


384 Poems. 


Ode. 


6 \ TEngeance will fit above onr faults; but till 
Shi there do fit, 
We ſee her not, nor:hem, Thus, blind, yet ſtill 
We lead her way, and thus, whilſt we doill, 
We ſuffer it. - 


2. Unhappy he, whom youth makes not beware 
Of doingill : 

Enough we labour underage, and care ; - 

In number, th'errours of the laſt place, are 

f The greateſt ſill. - x 


GR _ ART wv iz HH, 43 9J9q i A 4 


3. Yet we, that ſhould the illwe now begin 
As ſoonrepent, 
(Strange thing !) perceive not. our faults are not ſeen, 
But paſt us; neither felt, butonlyin+ _ | 
The puniſhment... 


4. But we know our ſelyes leaſt ; Mere outward ſhews - 
Our minds ſo ſtore, | | 

That 6ur ſouls, no more than'our eyes diſcloſe 

Butform and colour. Only he who knows 

Himſelf, knows more, 


—_— —_ —_ 


To My. Tilman after he had taken Orders. 


—  —______—l©——_—_—_ 


Hon, whoſe diviner ſoul hath cauſ'd thee now, 
To put thy hand unto the holy Plough, 
Making 


MakIng Lay-ſcornings of the Miniſtery, | 
Not an impediment, but berg 5 $f NED 
What bringſt thou home with-thee? how is thy mind 
Aﬀected ſince the vintage ?. Doſt thou find *, ... .. 
New thoughts and ſtirrings in; thee ? and as Steel . 
Toucht with a Load-ſtone; doſt: new. motions feel? 
Or, as a Shipafter muck pain andcare, '  ,.._.. 
For Iron and Cloth brings home. rich Indian ware, 
Haſt thou thus traffiqu'd, but with far more gain .. 


| Þf Of noble goods, andwith eG timeand pain?,__  - 


Thou art the ſame materials, as, before,” 
Only the ſtampis changed, but no. more... ; 
And as new crowned Kings alter, the face, -. .. 

But not the monies ſubſtance; ſo hath grace _ 
Chang'd only, Gods old-Image by. Creation, , .. 

To Chriſts new ſtamp, atthis thy Coronation.; _ 
Or, as we paint Angels ia pa becauſe "I 
They bear Gods welbwe: proclaim his Jaws, 
Since thou muſt do theike, and ſo muſt move, 

Art thou new feather'd with celeſtial love > — 

Dear, tell me where thy purchaſe lies, and ſhew 

' What thy advantage is above, below,” * 

But if thy gainings do ſurmount expreſſion 

Why doth the fooliſh world ſcorn that profeſſion, 
Whoſe joyes paſſe ſpeech.? . Why. do they think yofic 
That Gentry ſhould joyn families with it 2 

As if their day wete only tobe ſpent 

In dreſſing, Miſtreffing and complement ; 

Alas poor joyes, but poorer men, whoſe truſt 

Seems richly placed in _ſublimed duſt ! 

(For, ſuch are cloaths and beauty, which though gay, 
Are, atthe beſt, but of fublimed clay) . 

Letthen the world thy calling diſreſpeR, . 

But go thou on, and pity their negleR, 


Diwvine . Poems. 33s 


What 
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What funRionis fo noble as to be 

Embafſidour to God, and deſtiny ? 

To open life, to  IgToney 85 apes 

Than Kings give 6 —_— door ? 
Hearies prerogative wasto robea 
ay pn rera tiny a, hm, forth 

As Angels out of clouds clouds, from Pulpits 

And bleſs the poor beneath, the lame, the weak! 

If then th" Aſtronomers, wherezs chey 

A new-found Star, their opticks 

How mg thoſe, who with their Engine, can 


1 heaven, and heaven again to man ? 
e are — titles and coal prebeminenes, 
ta whom muſt meet Gods graces ones offences, 


And ſo the heavens which begral here, 
area noarne! ich theſe ings doth bear, 
Both theſe in thee are thy calling knit, 

And makethee row a belt Hermaphrodie: 


— 


A Haw to Cri, tle left going into 
Germany, PISY 


 h—— 


{ what torn ſhip ſoever I embadh; : 
hat ſhi fhllbemy emblemeof thy Ark; 
What ſea ſoever ſwallow me, that flood 
Shall be to me an emblem of thy blood ; 
Though thou with clouds of do diſpuiſe 
Thy face, yet through that mask-I'know thoſe eyes, 
W hich though chey turn EN, 
They never will deſpiſe. 


I facrifice this Tland unto thee, 
And all whom Ilove here, and who love me; 


Whe! 
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When I have put this flood *twixt them and me; 


Put thou thy blood berwixt my fins and chee,” 
As the trees ſap doth ſeek the ropt below _ 
g In winter, pri Ars 1m tl SY 
' Where none but thee, th' Eternal root 
Of true loveI may know, | 


Nor thou,nor thy religion doſt controul 

The amorouſneſs of an harmonious Soul, 

But thou wouldſt have that love thy ſelf: as tho 

& Art jealous, Lord, ſo lam jealous now, . _ 
Thouloy'ſt not; till from loving more, thou fre: 
My ſoul: Who ever gives, takes liberty: 
Oh, if thou car'ſt norwhom I love, 
Alas, thou loy't not me. ' - 


Seal then this bill of my Divorce to All, *_ 
On whom thoſe fainter heams of love did fall ; 
Marry thoſe loves, which in youth ſcattered be 
I On Face, Wit, Hopes (falſe miſtreſſes) to thee, 
' | Churches are beſt for Prayer, that have leaſt light : 
To ſee God only, I go out of fighe : 

Andtoſcapeſtormy daies, I chnſe 

An everlaſting mph. 


————. 
CI 


On the Sacrament. 


E was the Word that ſpake it, 
He took thebread and brake it; 
And what that Word did make it, 
I do believe and take ir, 


The 


«1», Poems... 


pew — = 


_ 


Me —— 


The Lamentations of Jeremy, for the moſt part | 


according t0. Tremellius; 
CHAP. I, 
1. T JOw firs this City, lte inoſt populous - 
Herts ſolitary, and like a widow thus ? 
Ampleſt of Nations, Queen of Provinces 


' She was, who now chus triburary's, 


, . 
. 
- : \ 
s * - 


>. Still in the night ſhe'weeps, and her rearsfall 


Down by her cheeks along, and none of all -- 
Her lovers comfort her ; Perfidioufly | +: + + 
Her friends have dealc, and noware encmy. 


3. Unto greaz bondage, and zMidtions, 
?ada is captive led ; thoſe Nations 

With whom ſhedwells, no place of reſt afford, 
In raights ſhe meets her Perſecutors ſword. | 


4. Emptieare the gates of Sion, and her wayes 


Mourn, becauſe none come to her ſolemn dayes. 
Her Prieſts do groan, her maids are comfortleſs, 
And ſhee's unto her ielf a bitterneſs, 


5. Her foes are grown her head, and live at Peace, 


Becauſe when her tranſpreſfions did increaſe, 
The Lord fſtrook her with ſ:dneſs : Th' eriemic 
Doth drive her children to captivitie. 


6. From Sions daughter is all beauty gone, 

Like hearts which ſeek for Paſture, and find none 
Her Princes are : and now before the foe 

Which {till purſues them, withoueſtrength they g 


_ - ” ” - %. ! 
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I, Now in their days of Tears,: Jeruſalem | 
© (Her men ſlainby the foe, none ſuccouringthem) 
Remembers what of old ſhe eſteemed moſt, 


: 


I Whiles her foes laygh-at her; forwhat ſhe hath loſt, 


88. ?cr«/alem bath'finn'd, therefore is ſhe 

Remov'd, as women in uncleanneſs bez . 

Who honour'd, ſcorn her, for her foulneſs they 
Have ſeen , her ſelf doth groan,”and turn away, 


9. Her foulneſs in herskirts was ſeen, yetſhe- | | 
Remembred rot berend ; miraculouſly 

Therefore ſhe fell, none comforting : Behe{d 

O Lord my afflition, for the foe grows bold. 


10. Upon allthings where her delight hath been, 
The foe hath ſtretch'd his hand, for ſhe hath ſeen 

Heathen, -whom thou command'ſt, ſhould nor do fo, - 
Into her holy Sanctuary go. 


11. Andall her people groan and ſeek for bread ; 
And they have given, only to be fed, 

All precious things, wherein their pleaſure lay : 
How cheap Pam grown, O Lord, behold, and weigh, 


12. Allthis concerns not you, who paſs by me, 
Ofſee, and mark if any ſorrow be. 

Like to my forrow, which Jehovah hath 

Done to me inthe day of his fierce wrath ? 


13. That fire, which by himſelf is goyerned_- 
He hath caſt from heayenon TY bones, and ſpred 
A net before my feet, and me o'rthrown, 


And made me languiſh all the day alone, 


14. His 


——— 
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14. His hands hath of my fins framed a yoke - 

Which wreath'd, and caftupon ck, hath broke. , 
My ſtrength ; The Lord unto thoſe enemies 

Hath given me, from whom I eannot riſe. - 


T$. Heunder foot hath croden in my ſight 

| My ſtrong men, hedid 5 nw | 
To break my young men, he the winepreſs hath 

Trod upon Judz's daughter in his wrath. 


76; For theſe things doI weep, mine eye, mine eye 
Caſts water out; For he which ſhould be nigh 

To comfort me, is now departed farr . 

The foe prevails, forlorn my children are. 


17. There's none, though Sw do ſtretch out her hand, 
To comfort her, itis the Lords command 

That 7acobs foes girt him, Ferwſalem 

| Tsasanunclean woman amongſt them,” 


18. But yet the Lord is juſt, and righteous till, 
I have rebell'd againſt his holy will, 

O hear all people, and my ſorrow ſee, 

My maids, my young menin captivity. 


19:1 called for my lovers then, butthey 

Deceiv'd me, and my Prieſts, and Elders lay 

Dead in the City, for they fought for mear 

Which ſhould refrefhcheir ſouls, and none could ger, 


20. Becauſe I amin traits, Fehovah ſee 

My heart o'rturn'd, my bowels muddy be, 

Becauſe I have rebel'd fo much, as fa 

The ſword wichour, as death within doth waſt! = * os 
2 k ; F 
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1, Of all which herel mourn, none comforts me, ' 
Iy foes have heard my grief, and glad they be, 
' Fat chou haſt done ir ; But thy promis'd day 
ill come, when, as] ſuffer, ſo ſhall they. 


a2. Let all their wickedneſs a to thee, 
Woe unto them, as thou haſt done to me, 
2c all my fins : The fights which I have ha 
re very many, and my heart is fad. 


EE Y—_—_—— 


CuarclIl 


| F% over Sions daughter bath God hung 

His wrachsthick cloud? and from heaven hach flung 
0 earth the beauty ofIſrael, and hacth — 
root his foot-ſtool in the day of wrath ? 


&- The Lord unſparingly hath ſwallowed 
|! F<cobs dwellings, and demoliſhed 
Toground the ſtrength of ?ud#, and prophan'd 
he Princes of the Kingdom, and the Land. 


; In heat of wrath the horn of Iſracl he 
Hath clean cur off, and leſt the enemy 


te hindred, his right hand he dothretire, 
Watis towards 7aceb, All-deyouring fire. 


. Like to an enemy be benthis bow, 

right-hand was in poſture of a foe, 
Wo kill whar Sons daughter did defire, —_ 
4F inſt whom his wrath, be powred forth, like fire; 


|. Forlike anenemy 7ehova is; 
Devouring 1/rael, and his Palaces, 
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Deſtroying holds, giying additiotis 
To Ide; daughters lamentations. 


6. Like to a Garden hedge he hath caſt down 


The place where was his Congregation, 6 x \ 
And Sons Feaſts and Sabbathsare forgor ; | io 
Her King, ber Prieſt, is wrath regarded nor, h 
7. The Lord forſakes his Altar, and deteſts * 

. His Sanctuary, and in the foes hands reſts h 
His Palace, and the walls, in which their cries | 
Are heard, as in thetrue ſolemnities. Fal 
$8. The Lord hath caſt a line, fo to confound 15 
Andlevel S$jons walls unto the ground, y Ar 
Hedraws not back his hand, which doth o'rturn Tl 

| The wall, and Rampart, which together mourn. Jo 
9. The gates are ſunk into the ground, and he Y: 
Hath broke the barre; their King and Princes be At 
Amongſt the Heathen, without law, nor there Fc 
Unto the Prophets doth the Lord appear. E: 


10. There Sons Elders 0n the groundare plac'd, 

Andfilence keep; Duſt ontheir heads they caſt; 
In ſackcloth haye they girt themſelves, and low $ 
T he Virgins towards ground, their heads do thyow. M 


11. My bowelsare grown muddy, and mine eyes 
Are faintwith weeping : and my liver lies 


Pour*d ont upon the ground, for miſery, , Mr 
Thar ſucking childrenin the ſtreets doc die: ; - 
12. When they had &yed unto their Mothers, where 
Shall we have bread and drink ; they fainted there, j 


And 
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JAnd in the ſtreet like wounded perſons lay, 
Trill *rwixt their mothers breaſts chey went away, * 


13. Dawughter Jeruſalem ; Oh what may be 

\ witneſs, or compariſon for thee ? 

ion toecaſe thee, what ſhall name like thee ? 
by breach is like the Sea, what help can be ? 


; For the vain fooliſh things thy Prophets ſought, 
hee thine iniquities they have not taught, 

hich might dis-urn thy bondage : but for thee 
Falſe burthens, and falſe cauſes they would ſee, 


15. The paſſengers do clap their hands, and hiſs, 
nd wag their head at thee, and fay, Is this 

That city, which ſo many mendid call 

Joy of the earth, and perfeReſt of all? 


16. Thy foes do gape upon thee, and they hiſs, 
And es their reeth, and ſay, Devour we this, 
For thisis certainly the day which we 

ExpeRted, and which now we finde, and ſee, 


17. The Lord hath done that which be purpoſed, 
Fulfill'd his word of old determined , 0 
He hath thrown down, and not ſpar'd,and thy foe 
Made glad above thee, and advanc'd him fo. 


18. But now, their hearts unto the Lord do call, ! 
Ylherefore, O walls of $jer, let tears fall 

"YPown like a river, day and night, take thee 
No reſt, but let thine eye inceſſant be, 


F119. Ariſe, cry in the night, powr our thy fins, 
 1Þy heart, like water, when the watch begins ; 
Aa 
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Liftup thy hands to God, leſt childrendie, 

Which, faint for hunger, in the ſtreets do ly. ( 

. ' 

20, Behold, O Lord, confider unto whom I 
Thou haſt done this; what ſhal-the women come 

To eat their children ofa ſpan? ſhall thy I 

Prophet and Prieſt be lain in SanRuary ? ] 

| |, 

21. On ground in ſtreets the young and old do lye, I 

My virgins and young men by ſword do die, 

Themin the day of thy wrath thou haſt lain, F 

Nothing did thee from killing them contain. Io 

| I 

22. As to a ſolemn feaſt, all whom I fear'd h 
Thou call*{t about me : when thy wrath appear'd, 

None did remain or ſcape, for thofe which 1 I 

Brought up,'did periſh by mine enemy. \ 

| 
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Crap. III 

Am the man which have afMiiRion ſeen, 2 

Under the rod of Gods wrath having been, z 

2. He hath led me to darkneſs, not to light. c 


3. And agginſt me all day, his hand doth fight, 


4. He hath broke my bones, worn out my fleſh and skin, } 2 
5. Buile up againſt me ; and hath girrme in F 
With bemlock, and with labour, 6. and ſet me 2 
In dark, asthey who dead for ever be. - A 


2. He hath hedg'dme leſt I ſcape, and added more Y}F 
To my ſteel fetters, heavier than before. A 
8; When cry out, he outſhuts my prayer: 9. And hath F? 
Stopp'd with hewn Kone my way, and turnd* my path. R- 
: IC, 
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10. And like a Lion bid in ſecrecy, 

Or Bear which liesin wait, he was to me, 

11, He ſtops my way, tears me, madedeſolate, 
12, And he makes me the mark he ſhooteth ar, 


13. He made the children of his Quiyer paſs 
Into my reins. 14. I with my people-was 

All the day long, a ſong and mockery. 

15. He hath fill'd me with bitterneſs, and he 


Hath made me drunk with wormwood. 16, He hath burſt, 


My teeth with ſtones, and covered me with duſt, 
17, And thus my ſoul far off from peace was ſer, 
And my proſperity I did forget, 


13. My ſtrength, my hope (unto my ſelf I aid) 
Which from the Lord ſhould come, is periſhed, 
19. But when my mourningsI dothink upon, 
My wormwood, hemlock, and affliction, 


20. My Soul is humbled in remembringthis, 
27, My heart conſiders, therefore, hope there is, 
22, *Tis Gods great mercy we? are not utterly 
Conſum'd, for Nis compaſlions do not die ; 


23. For every morning they renewed be, 
For great, O Lord, is thy fidelity. - 

24. The Lord is, ſaichmy 50ul, my portion, 
And therefore, in him will I hope alone, 


25. The Lord is good tothem, who on him rely, | 


And to the Soul that ſeeks him earneſtly. | 
26. 1t is both good to truſt, and to attend 
The Lords falvation unto the end;  - - 
Aa2 
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27. Tis good for one his yoak in youth to bear , 
28. He fits alone, and doth all ſpeech forbear, 
Becauſe he hath born it. 29. And his mouth helaies 
Deep inthe duſt, yet then in hope he ſtayes. 


30. He gives his cheeks to who ſo ever wi.l 

Strike him, and ſo he is reproched till, 

31, For, not for ever doth the Lord forſake, 

32, But when he hath ſtruck with ſadneſs, he doth take 


Compaſſion, as his mercy-is infinite ; 

33. Noris it with his heart, that he doth ſmite, 
34. That underfoot the priſoners ſtamped be ; 
35. That a mans right the Judg himſelf doth ſee 


To be wrung from him. 36. That he ſubverted is 

In his juſt cauſe, the Lord allows not this, | 
37. Who then will ſay, that ought doth come to paſs, 
But that which by the Lord commanded was? 


33, Both good andevil from his mouth proceeds; 

39. Why then grieves any man for his miſdeeds? 

40. Turn we to God, by trying out our ways; 

41, To him in heaven, our hands with hearts upraife, 


42. We have rebell'd, and faln away from thee; 
Thoupardon'ſt not ; 43. Ulſeſt no clemency ; 

Purſueſt us, killſt us, covereſt us with wrath, 

44. Coverfſt thy ſelf with clouds, that our prayer hath 


No power to paſs. 45. Andthou haſt made us fall 

As refuſe, and off-ſcouring to them all. 

46. All our foes gapeat us. 47. Fear and a ſnare 

VWich ruin, and with waſte upon us are. 

| 48, With 


-_ RF oh. _ —_— 
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43, With watry rivers doth mine eye oreflow 
'F For ruin of my peoples daughters ſo ; 

49. Mine eye doth os down tears inceſſantly, * 
50, Until the Lord look down from heaven to ſee. 


51. And for my city daughters ſake, mine eye 
Doth break mine heart. 52.Cauſleſs mine enemy 
Like a bird chas'd me. 53. In a dungeon 

They have ſhut my life, and caſt me on a ſtone, 


54. Waters flow'd o'r my head, then thought I, I am 
Deſtroy'd; 55. I called, Lord, upon thy name 
| Our of the pit. 56.' And thou my voicedidſt hear ; 

Oh from my ſight, and cry, ſtop notthine ear. 


57. Then when I call'd upon thee, thoudrew'ſt near 
Unto me, and ſaidſtunto me, Do not fear. 

£58. Thou Lord, my ſouls caufe handled haſt, and thou 
Reſcueſt my life. 59. O Lord, do thou judge now. 


(wrought, 
Thou heardſt my prong 60.Their vengeance all they have 
61. How they reproach'd, thou 'ſt heard,& whar they. 
(thought 
62, What their lips uttered, which againſt me roſe, ; 
And what was ever whiſper'd by my foes. 


$63. [am their ſong, whether they riſe or fic, 

64. Give them rewards Lord, for their working fir, 

65. Sorrow of heart, thy curſe. 66, And with thy might 
YFollow, and from under heaven deſtroy them quite. 
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Hz is the gold become ſo dimme? How is 
Pureſt and fineſt gold thus chang'd to this? 
The ſtones which were ſtones of the SanRuary, 
Scattered in corners of each ſtreet do lie. 


2. The precious Sons of Sion, which ſhould be 

Valucdas pureſt'Gold,; howdo we ſee | 
Low rated now, as earthen Pitchers, ſtand, 
Which are the work of a poor Potters band. 


——zJ=___— 


3, Eventhe Sea-calfes draw their breaſts, and give 

Suck to their young , my peoples daughters live, | 
By reaſon of the foes great cruelneſs, | 
As do the Owles in the vaſt wilderneſs. 


- « Ivy” - « > 4 
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4. And when the ſucking child doth trive to draw, 
His tongne for thirſt cleaves to his upper jaw. 
And when for bread the little children cry, | 
There isno man thatdoth them fatisfie. 


5. They which before were delicately fed, 

Now in the ſtreets forlorn have periſhed : 
And they which ever were in ſcarlet cloath'd, | 
Sit and embrace the dunghills which they loath'd. | 


6. The daughters of my people have ſinned more, 

Than did. the town of Sodome fin before ; 
Which being at once deſtroy'd there did remain ; 
No hands among them to vex them again, 
_ 
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7. But heretofore purer her Nazarite 

Was then the ſnow, and milk was.not ſo white, 
As carbuncles did their pure bodies ſhine, 

And all their poliſh'dneſs was Saphirine, 


8. They are darker now than blackneſs none can know 
Them by the face, as through the ſtreer they goe : 

For now their skin doth cleave unto their bone, 

And withered, is like to dry wood grown, 


9. Better by ſword chan famine 'tis to dy; 

And better through-pierc'd, than through penury. 
10. Women by nature pitiful, have eate 

Their children: (dreſt with their own hand) for meat. 


11. Fchovah here fully accompliſh'd hath 

His indignation, and powr'd forth his wrath, 
Kindled a fire in $70», which hach power 

To eat, and her foundations to deyour. 


12. Nor would the Kings of the earth, nor all which live 
In the inhabitable world believe, 

Thatany adverſary, any foe 

Into Fer»/alem ſhould enter ſo, 


13, For thePrieſts ſins, and Prophets, which haye ſhed 
Blood in the ſtreets and the juſt murthered 

14.Which when thoſe men whom they made blind did fray 
Through the ſtreets, defiled by the way, 


With blood, the which impoſſible ic was 

Their garment ſhould ſcape touching, as they paſs, 
15. Would cry aloud, Departdehiled men, 

Depart, depare, and touch us not, andthen 
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They fled, and ſtraid, and with the Gentiles were, 


Yettoldtheir friends, they ſhould not long dwell there: 


16. For this they are ſcattered by Jehova's face 
Who never will regard them more , No grace 


Unto the old men ſhall their foe afford, 


Nor, that they are Prieſts, redeem them from the ſword : 


17. And weas yet forall theſe miſeries 
Deſiring our vain help, conſume our eyes ; 


And ſuch a nation as cannot ſave, 

We in defire and ſpeculation have. 

18, They hunt our ſteps, that in the ſtreets we fear 
To g9 : our end is now approached near. 


Our daies, accompliſht are, this the laſt day, 
Eagles of heaven are not ſo ſwift as they 

19. Which follow us, o'r mountains tops they flie 
At us, andfor us in the deſert lie, 


20: The annointed Lord, breath of our noſtrils, he 
Of whom we ſaid, under his ſhadow, we 

Shall with more eaſe under the Heathen dwell, 
Into the pit which theſe men digged, fell. 


21, Rejoyce, O Edoms daughter, joytul be 
Thou that inhabit'ſt Tz, for unto thee 

This cup ſhall paſs, and thou with drunkenneſs 
Shalc fill thy ſelf, and ſhew thy nakedneſs. 


22. And then thy ſins, O Son, ſhall be ſpent; 
The Lord will not leave thee in baniſhment: 
Thy ſins, O Edems daughter, he will ſee, 
Andtor them, pay thee with captivity. 
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Cray, V. 


1. Emember, OLord, what is faln on us , 

See and mark, how we are reproached thus. 
2, For unto ſtrangers our poſſeſſion 5 
Is turn'd, our houſes unto Aliens gone. 


Our mothers are become as widows, we 

As Orphansall, and without Fathers be , 

4. Waters which are our own, wedrink and pay 
And upon our own wood a price they lay. 


5. Our perſecutors on our necks do fit, 
They make us travail, and not intermit, 
6. We ſtretch our hands unto th* Egytians 
To get us bread; and tothe Aſſyrians, 


7. Our Fathers did theſe fins, andare no more, 
But we do bear the fins they did before. 

8. Theyare but ſervants, which do rule us thus, 
Yet from their hands none would deliver us. 


9. With danger ofour life our bread we gat; 
For in the wilderneſs the ſword did waite, 
10. The tempeſts of this famine weliv'din, 
Black as an Oven colour'd had our skin. 


11, In «das cities they the maids abus'd 
By force, and ſo women in So 0s'd. 


12. The Princes with their hands they hung, no prace 


Nor honour gave they tothe Elders face. 


O 
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13. Unto the mill our young men carried are, 
And children fell under the wood they bare. 


14. Elders the gates, youth did their ſongs forbear, 
Gone was our joy , our dancings mournings were. 


15. Now's the crown faln from our head, and woe 


Be unto us, becauſe we have ſinned ſo. 


16, For this our hearts do languith, and for this 


Over our eyes a cloudy dimneſs is, 


17. Becauſe mount $5» defolatedoth lie, 
And foxes, there do go at liberty : 

18. But thou, O Lord art ever, and thy throne 
From generation, to gentration. 


19. Why ſhouldſt thou forget us eternally ? 
Or leave us thus long in thif miſery ? 

20. Reſtore us Lord, to thee ; that ſo we may 
Return, and as of old, renew ourday: 


27, For oughteſt thoy, O Lord, deſpiſe us thus, 
22. And to be utterly inrag'd atus? 


—— ———_ 


a 


Hymn to Ged, myGod, in my ſickneſs. 


Co am comming to that Hely room, 


Where, with the Quire of Saints for eyermore, 


] ſhall be made chy Muſique, As I come 
I tane the Inſtrument here at the door, 
And what 1 muſt do then, think here before, 


Whilſt my Phyſicians by their love are grown 
Coimographers, and IT their Map, who lie 
Flat on:th1s bed, that by them may be ſhown 


— 
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That this is my South Weſt diſcovery 
Per fretum febris, by theſe ſtraights to dy* 


I joy, that in theſe ſtraits, I ſee my Welt; 

For, though thoſe currants yeeld, return to none, - 
What ſhall my Weſt hurt me? As Welt and Eaſt 

In all flat Maps (and I am one) are one, 

So death doth touch the ReſurreRion. 


Is the Pacifique Sea my home, Orare 
The Eaſtern riches ? Is Fer»/alem ? 
Anyan, and Magellan, and Gabraltare, 


All ttraights, and none bur ſtraights are ways to them, 


Whether where 7aphet dwelt, or Cham or Sew, 


We think that Paradiſe and Calvarie, 
Chrifts Croſs, and Adams tree, ſtood in one place. 
Look Lord, and find both Adams metin me; : 
As the filt Adams ſweat ſurrounds my face, 
May the laſt Adams blood my ſoul embrace. 


So, in his purple wrapp'd receive me Lord, 
By theſe his thorns give me his other Crown , 

And as to others.ſ(ouls i preach'd thy word, 
Be this my Text, my ſermon to mine own, | 
Thereforethat he may raiſe the Lord throws down, 
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A Hymn to God the Father. 


I. 
\ It thou forgive that fin where I begun, 


Which was my fin, thongh it were done before 2 


Wilt thou forgive that fin, through which I run, 
And do runſtill, though Mill 1 do deplore ? 
When thou haſt done, thou haſt not done, 

For have more, 
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Wilt thou forgive that fin, which I have wore 
Others to ſin, and made my fins their door ? 
Wit thou forgive that fin which I did ſhun 
A year or two, but wallowed in, a ſcore ? 
When thou haſt done, thou haſt not done, 
For have more. 
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I have a fin of fear, that when I have = 
My laſt thred, I ſhall periſh on the ſhore, 
But ſwear by thy ſelf, that at my death thy Son 
Shall ſhine as he ſhines now, and heretofore ; 
And, having done Thar, thou haft done, 
I fearno more, 
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To the Memory of my ever defiredſ" 
Friend T 
Doctor DO NNE, p 


SP haveliv'd eminent, ina degree 

Beyond our lofty*ſt flights, that is, like Thee, 
Or t'have had too much merit, is not ſafe ; 

For, ſuch exceſſes find no Epitaph, 

At common graves we have poetique eyes, 

Can melt themſelves in caſie Elegies, / 
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ich quill cangrop his tributary verſe, 
\nd pinit, like the Hatchments to the Hearſe: 

ut at Thine, Poem, or Inſcription, 

ich ſonl of wit, and languague ) we have none; 
deed afilence does that romb befir, 

here is no Herald left to blazon it. 

idow'd invention juſtly doth forbear 

0 come abroad, knowing thou art not here, 

te her great Patron; Whoſe Prerogative 
ſaintain'd and cloath'd her (0, as none alive 

uſt now preſume to _ her atthy rate, 
hough he the Indies for her dowr eſtate, 

Or elſe that awful fire, which once did burn 

In thy clear brain, now faln into thy Urn 

Lives there, to fright rude Empericks from thence, 
hich might prophane thee by their Ignorance. 

Who ever writes of thee, and in a tile 

nworthy ſuch a Theme, does but revile 

Thy precious Duſt, and wake a learned Spirit 

. UWhich may revenge his Rapes upon thy Merit, 

For, alla low pitchr fancie can deviſe, 

Will prove,at beſt, but Hallow'd Injuries. 

Thou like the dying Swan, did(t lately ſing 
Thy mournful Dirge, in audience of the King 
When pale looks, and faint accents of thy breath 
Preſented ſo to life, that peece o death, 

That it was fear'd and propheſr'd by all, 

Thou thither cam'ſt to preach thy Funerall, 

O! hadſt Thog inan Elegiack Knell 

Rung out unto the world thine own farewell, 

And in thy High-Victorious Numbers beat 

The ſolemn meaſure of thy greiv'd Retreat ; 
Thou might the Poets ſervice now have miſt 

As well as then thou didſt preyent che Prieſt , 
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And never to the wortd beholding be 
So much, as for an Epitaph for thee. 

I donot like the office. Nor is'r fit 
Thou, who did({t lend our Age ſuch ſummes of wit, 
Shouldit now re-borrow from her banckrupt Mine, 
That Ore to Bury thee, which once was Thine : 
Rather ſtill leave us inthy debt ; And know 
(Exalted Soul) more glory 'tis to owe 
Unto thy Hearſe, what we can never pay, 
Then, with embaſed Coyn thoſe Rites, defray. 

Commit we then Thee to thy ſelf: Nor blame 
Our drooping loves, which thus to thy own Fame * 
Leave Thee Executour, Since, but thy own, 
No pen could do Thee juſtice, nor Bayes crown 
Thy vaſt deſert: Save thar, we nothing can 
Depute, to be thy Aſhes Guardian, 

So Jewellers no Art, or Metal truſt 

To form the Diamond, but the Diamonds duſt. 


H.K. 


In obitam venerabilis viri Fobhannzs Donne, 


ſacrz Theologiz DoRoris, Eccleſiz Cathedralis D. Pauli, 
nuper Decani, 1li honoris, tibi (multum mihi co- 
lende Vir) obſervantiz ergo Hzc ego. 


\$+— +a ignavoque (equar tua funera planitu? 
Sed lacryme clanſiſtis iter + nec muta querelas 
Lingaa poteſt proferre pias : 1gnoſcite manes 
Defantt, & racito finite indulgere dolors. 

Sed ſcelus eſt tacuiſſe :; cadant inmeſta liture 
Verba. Tats (defta umbra) tnis hec accipe juſſis 
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xpta, nec officis conremnens pignora noſtr; 
ver/are tua mn dignum laude Poctans. 
0 þ Pythagore non vantm dogma fuiſſet : 
nque meum a veſtro migraret pettore pettus 
aſa, repentinos tua noſceret urna ſurores, 
3d fruſtra, heu fruſtra hec votts puerilibus opto : 
Tecum abiit, ſummoque ſedens jam monte Thalia 
udet anhelantes, Parnaſſi & culmimawvares 
Deſperare jubet. Verum hac nolente coattos 
Icribimus audaces numeros, O& flebile carmen 
wcribiraus (O ſolt qui te dilexit ) habendum. 
Ficcine perpetuns liventia lumina ſomnus 
lauſit ? & immerito merguntar funere virtus, 
Et pietas ? & que peterant feciſſe bratum, 
8tera : ſed nec te poterant ſervare beatum. 

Duo miki doftrinam ? quor{uns impalleſcere chaxti, 
Noturnis juvat, ? & totidems olfeciſſe lucernas ? 
Decolor Cf longos ſtudits drperaere Soles 
Ut prius ag gredior, longamgue acceſſere faman. 
Imnia ſed fruſtra : mihi dum, cunttiſque minatur 
Exitium , crudele & inexorabile fatum. 

-| Nam Poſt te [perare nihil decet : hoc mihi reſtat 

t moriar, tenues ſugiatque obſcurns in auras 

Ce Wpirites : O doftts [altem fi copnitns wmbres, 
lic te (vener onde ) iterum (veneranae ) videbo, 
Et dulces audire ſonrs, & werba diferts 
Dris, & aternas dabitur mibs carpere veces. 
Oners ferns inferne tacuiſſet 7 anitor aule 
luditts : Niluſque minus ſtrepaiſſet : Arion 
ederet, & ſylvas qui poſt ſe t raxerat Orpheas. 
laquio fic ulle wires, fic ille movere 
Voceferos potmit ;, quis enim tam barbarus? ant tans 
acynais nimm infeſtus non motus, ut illo 
WHirtante, & blande vitas ſermone fileret ? 
td Sic 
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Sic oculos, ſic ille manus, fic ora ferebat, * 
Singula (ic decuere ſenem, fic omnia. Vids, 
Anudivi & ſtupui quoties orator in de 
Paulina ftetit, & mira gravitate levantes 
Corda, oculoſque viros tenuit : dum Neſtoris ille 
Fudit verba (omni quanto mage dulcia melle ?) 
Nunc habet attonitos, panait myſteria plebs 


| Nonconceſſa prins, nodum intelleFa : revoluunt 


Arantes, taeitique arrettis auribus aſtant. 
IAutatis mox ille moav, formaque loquend; 

Triſtia pertraftat : fatumque & flebile mortis 

Tempus, C& in cinergs redenunt quod corpora primos. 

T unc gemitum cunttos dare, tunc lugere videres, 

Forſitan a lachrymis aliquts non temperat, atque 

Ex oculis largum ſtjllat rorem , etheris illo 

Sic pater audito volnit ſuccumbere turbam, 

Aﬀettuſque ciere ſuos, & ponere nt 4 

Vecis ad arbitrium, divine oracula mentis 

Dum narrat, roſtriſque potens dominatur in alt:s, 
Luo feror ? audaci & forſan pietate nocents 

In nimia ignoſcas vati, qui vatibus olins 

Epreginm decus, C& tanto excellentior unus 

Omnibus ; inferior quanto eft, & peſſimus impay 

Laudibus hiſce, tibi qui nunc facit ita Poeta. 

Et quo nos canimus ? car hac tibi ſacra Poete 

Deſinite : ex fati certas, fibi voce canora 

Inferias premiſit olor, cum Carolus Alba 

(Ultima volventem & Cygnea voce loquentem) 

Nuper eum, turba, © magnatum audiret in Aula, 
T unc Rex, tunc Proceres, tunc aſtitit ill 

Aula frequens. Sola nunc in tellare recumbit, 

Vermibas eſca, pio malint niſ parcere : quidnt 

Incipiant + amare famem ? Metuere Leones 

Sic olim: ſacreſque artns violaye Prophrte , 


Bellye 


' . Ye 
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Bellua non ana eſt Jnangnan jeqnna, fitimque 
Optaret nims humane {, {atiare cruore. 
At n:n hec ae te ſper:bimns ; omnia carpit 
Predator vermis : nec talts contight ills 
Preda din; forſan metrico peat ſerpct ab ind: s 
Veſcere, & - exhauſt [ atia te ſangnine. fam nos 
Adſumns ; & poſt te crpiet quis vivere ? Poſt te 
nts volet, aut poterit ? nam poſt te vivere mors eſs, 
Et tamen ingratas 1gnavi aUcimns arras : 
Suſtinet & tibi lingua vale, vale aicere & parce 
Non feftinanti eternum requieſcere turbe, 
Ipſa ſatis properat que neſcit parca moratrt, 
Nunc argere colum, trahere atque occare videmn, 
Din nuſas ( V enerande ) Vale, vale :'ordine nos te 
Duo Dens & que dura volet nat wa ſequemur, 
Depoſtum interea lapides ſervare fideles. 
Felices illa ques e/# 1:5 parte lorars 
Dna jacet ite datur. For{an laps inde loquetur, 
Parturictque viro plengs teftantia lutt us 
. Verba : & carminibvs que Donni [#9 geret ulls 
Spirit us, inſclitos teftari voce calores 
Tncipiet ( nm fic Pyrrha j jaante calebat) 


Ale ſub hac tegitnr guicquid mortale relictum eft 


Ne tanto mortale Viro- Dui pr. efuit o/£E ai buic, 
F ormsoſs : pecorts paſtor, for ormoſior ipſe. 

Tte igitur, digniſque #llnm celebrate tequelss, 
Et que demuntar .vite date tempora fams. 


Indignus tantorum meritorum Prxco, -yirtutum 


tuarum cultor relig10{1{t1mus, 


? 


Y 


DANIEL DARNELLY; 
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Ir EH Io —__ I Gre IN YI IS FE EO, er ee... 


—— ———  , __—  _ — _ 


on the Death of Dr, Donne, 


— 


Cannot blame thoſe men, that knew thee well, 
Yet dare not help the world co ring thy knell 

In tunefull E/zgies ; there's not language known 
Fictor thy mention, but *cwas firſt thy own ; 
The Epiraphs thou writſt have ſo bereft 
Our tongue of wit there is no phanſie left 
Fnough to weep thee ; what henceforth we ſee 
Of Art or Nature, muſt reſult from thee. 
There may perchance ſome buſie gathering friend 
Steal from thy own works, and that, varied, lend, 
Which thou beſtow'ſt on others, to thy Hearſe, 
And fo thou ſhalt live ſtill in thy own verſe, 
He that ſhall venture farther, may commit 
A pitied error, ſhew his zeal, not wir, 
Fate hath done mankind wrong , virtue may aime 
Reward of conſcience, never can, of fame, 
Since her great trumpet's broke, could only give 
Faith to the world, command it to believe. 

He then muſt write, that would define thy parts : 

Here lies the beſt Divinity, All the Arts. 

| Edw, Hyde. 


—— _— CW 


On Doitor Donne, by Doctor C, B. of O, 


E that would write an Fpitaph for thee, 
And do it well, muſt firlt begin to be 
Such as thou wert , for none can truly knour 
Thy worth, thy life, but he that hath liv'd ſo, 
He muſt have wit to ſpare and to hurle down : 
Enough, to keep the Gallants of the | own. 
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He mult haye learning plenty, both che Laws, 
Civil, and Common, to judge any Cauſe ; 
Divinity great ſtore, above the reſt, 
Nor of the laſt Edition, but the beſt. 
He mult have Language, Travel, all the Arts; 
Judgment to uſe; orelſe he wants thy parts. 
He muſt have friends the higheſt, able to do ; 
Such as Atecenas, and Angnſtus 00; 
He muſt have ſuch a fickneſs, ſuch a death , 
Or elſe his vain deſcriptions come beneath. 
W ho then ſhall write an Epitaph for thee, 
He muſt be dead firſt, ler it alone for me, 
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> On - — _—  — 


An Elegie upon the incomparable Dr, Donne, 


A” is not well when ſuch a one as1 
{ Y Darepeep abroad, and write an Elegze ; 
When ſmaller Starres appear, andpive their lighr,; 
Phebns is gone to bed : were it not night, 
And the world witleſs now that Dozze is dead, 
You ſooner ſhould have broke, than ſeen my bead. 
Dead did | fay ? forgive this Tnurie 
I do him and his worths 7afinitie, 
To ſay he is but dead; I dareaverre 
It better may be tetm'd, a Xſaſſacre, 
Then 4 /cep or Death, See how the Aſaſes mourn 
Upon their oaten Reeds, and from his Vrne 
Threaten the World with this Calamirie, 
They ſhall have Ba/lads, but no Poetry. 


Language lies wpeechleſs, and Divinitie 

Loſt ſuch a 77ump, as even to Fxtaſie 

Could charm the Soul, and had an 7»fluence 

To teach belt jadgments, and 44 Senſe. 
Bd 2 
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1 he Ceart, the Church, the Univerſitie, 


Loſt, Chaplain, Dean, and Deftor, all theſe, Three. 


It was his 1erit, that bis Fancral 
Cou!d cauſe a loſs ſo great and general. 


If there be any Spirit can anſwer give 

Of ſuch as hence depart to ſucks live : 

Speak, Doth his body there vermiculate, 

Crumble to duſt, and feel the laws of Fate ? 

Me thinks, Corruption, Worms, what elſe is fon], 

Should ſpare the Temple of ſo fair a Soul. 

I could believe they do, but that 1 know 

Whar inconvenience might hereafter grow : 
Succeeding ages would 7dlatrize,, 
And as his N#mbers, fo his R eliques prize. 


If that Philoſopher, which did avow 

The world to be but Motes, wereliving now : 
He would affirm that th' Aromes of his mould 
Were they in feveral bodies blended, would 
Produce new worlds of Travellers, Divines, 
Of Linouifts, Poets, fith theſe ſeveral /ines 

In him concentred were, and flowing thence 
Might fill again the worlds C ircumference. 

I could believe thistoo ; and yet my faich 
Not want a Prefident-:. The Phenix hath 
(And ſuch was he) a power to animate 

Her aſhes, and her ſelf perpetuate. 

But, buſy Soul, thou doſt not well to pry 

Into theſe Secrets ; Grief and 7ealonſie, 

The more they know, the further ſtill advance, 
And find no way ſo ſafe as 7gnorance. 

Let this ſnffice thee, that his Soul which flew 


-A pitch of all admir'd, known but of few, 


(Saye 
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(Save thoſe of purer mould) 1s now tranſlated 

From Earth to Heaven, and there Conſtellated. 
For, ifeach Pri: of God ſhine as a Star, 
His Glory is as his Gifts, *bove others far, 


Hen, Valentine. 


— — = —— 
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Ee 


An Elegie upox Dr..Donne, 


Ur Donne isdead ; England ſhould mourn, may ſay 
We had a man where language choſe to ſtay 
And ſhew her graceful power, I would not praiſe 
That and his vaſt wit (which in theſe vain daies 
Make many proud) bur as they ſerv'd to unlock 
That Cabinet his mind , where ſuch a ſtock 
Of knowleds was repos'd, as all lament 
(Or ſhou!d) this general cauſe of diſcontent, 
And I rejoyce I am not ſo ſevere, 
But (as I write a line) to weep a tear 
For his deceaſe , Such ſ:d extremities 
May make ſuch men asI write Elegies. 
And wonder nor, for when a general loſs 
Falls on a Nation, and they ſlighr the croſs, 
God hath rais'd Prophets co awakenthem 
From ſtupefaRion, witneſs my mild pen, 
Not us'd to upbraid the world, though now it mult 
Freely and boldly, for the cauſe is jult. 
Dull age, Oh I would ſparethee, but th? artworle, 
Thou art not only dull, but haſt a curſe 
Of black ingratitude ; if not, coaldſt thou 
Part with miraculous Donne, and make no vow 
For thee and thine, ſucceſlively to pay 
A ſad remembrance to his dying day ? 
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Did his youth ſcatter Poetry, wherein 
Was af! Philoſpphy ? was every fin, 
CharaQer'd jn his Satyrs, Made fo foul 
That ſome have fear'd'their ſhapes, and kept their ſoul 
Safer þy reading verſe ? did he give days 
Paſt Marble Monuments to thoſe, whoſe praiſe 
He would perpetuate ? Did he (I fear | 
The dull will doubt) theſe at his twentieth year ? 
But, more matur'd : did his full foul conceive, 
And in harmonious-holy-numbers weave 
A* Crown of ſacred Sonnets, fit to adorn 
A dying Martyrs brow : or to be worne 
On that bleſt head of Mary IMardalen, 
After ſhe wip'd Chriſts feet, but not cill then ? 
Did he (fic for ſich penitents as ſhe | 
And he to uſe) leave us a Litany, 
Which all devout menlove, and ſure it ſhall, 
Astimes grow better, grow more claſſicall ? 
Did he write Hymns, for piety, for wit, 
Equal to thoſe, great, grave Prudentivs writ ? 
Spake he, all Langzages ? knew he, all Laws ? 
The grounds and uſe of Phy{ch ; but becau e 
*Twas mercenary, way'd it? Went to ſee 
The bleſſed place' of Chriſts nativitie ? 
Did he return and preach him ?* preach him ſo 
As ſince F. Paxl none did, none could ? Thoſe know, 
(Such as were bleſt to hear him) this 1s truth, 
Did he confirm thy aged ? convert thy youth ? 
Did he theſe wonders? Ar *«s this dear loſs 
Mourn'd by fo few ? (few for ſo great a croſs.) 
© But ſurethe lent are ambitious 21/1 
To be Cloſe Mowrners at his Funerall , 
If not; in common pity they forbear 
By repetitions torenew Our care; 


C0 
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Or, knowing, grief conceiv'd, conceal'd, conſumes 
Man irreparably, (as poyſon'd fumes 

D » waſte the brain make ſilence a ſafe way 
0 inlarge the Soul from theſe wals, mud, and clay 
(Materials of this body) to remain 
With Donnein heaven, where no promiſcuous pain 
Leſſens the joy we have, for, with him, all 

Are ſatisf'd with joyes eſſenriall, 

Dwell on this joy my thoughts ; oh, do not call 
Grief back, bythinking ot his Funerall; 

Forget he lov'd me; Walt not my ſad years ; 
(Which haſt to David: ſeventy,) fill'd with fears 
And ſorrow for his death ; Forget his parts, 
Which finda living grave in good mens hearts, 
And, (for my firſt is daily paid for fin) 

Forget to pay my ſecond ſigh for him : 

forget his powerful preaching ; and forget 

Iam his Convert. Oh my frailty ! let 

My fleſh be no more heard, it will obtrade 

This Lethargy : ſo ſhould my graticude, 

My flows of gratitude ſhould fo be broke : 

Which can no more be, than Doxze's virtues ſpoke 
By any bu: himſelf, for which cauſe, I, 

Write no Encomium, but this Elegie. 

Which, as a free-will-offcing, 1 here give 

Fame, and the world, and parting withir grieve, 

I want abilities fit to ſer forth 

A monument , great as Doxxes matchleſs worth, 


—_— 


Qs 


Elezie on D. D. 


IN: by one year, time and our frailty have 
Leſen:d our firſt confuſion, ſince the Grave 
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Clos'd thy dear Aſhes, and the tears which flow 
In theſe ave no ſprings, but of ſolid woe ; 

Or they are drops which cold amazement froze 
Ar thy deceaſe, and will not thaw in Proſe : 

All ſtreams of verſe which ſhall lament that day, 
Do traly to the Ocean tribute pay; 

But they have loſt their ſaltneſs, which the eye 
In recompence of wit, ſtrives to reply : 

Paſſions excels for thee we need not fear, 

Since firſt by thee our paſſjons hallowed were ; 
Thou mad'ſt our ſorrows, which before had bin 
Onely for the Snccefs, ſorrows for fin, 
Weowerhee all thoſe tears, now thou art deid, 
Which we ſhed not, which for our ſelves we ſhed, 
Nor didſt thou only conſecrate our tears, 

Give a religious tinRure to our fears , 

But even our joyes had learn'd an innocence, 
Thou didft from gladneſs ſeparate offence : 

All mindes at once ſuckt grace from thee, as where 
(The curſe revok*d) the nations had one car. 
Pious difſeRor : they one hour did treat 

The thonſand mazes of the hearts deceit. 

Thou did{t purſue our lov'd and ſubtle fin, 
Through all the foldings we had wrapt itin ; 
And in thine own large mind finding the way 
By which our ſelves we from our ſelves convey, 
Didſt in us, narrow models, know the ſ-me 
Angels, though darker, in our meaner frame, 
How ſhort of praiſe isthis? My Muſe, alas, 
Climes weakly to that tru:h which none can paſs, 
Ke that writes beſt, may only hope io leave 

A Character of all he con'd conceive, 

But r.one of thee, and with me muſt confeſs, 
That fancy findes ſome check, from an excels 
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Of merit moſt, of nothing, it hath ſpun, _ 

And truth, as reaſons task and theam, doth ſhun; 

Slie makes a fairer flight in emptineſs, - 

Than when a bodied truth doth her oppreſs. 

Reaſon again denies her ſcales, becauſe 

Hers are - ſcales, ſhe judges by the laws . 

Of weak compariſon, thy vertue lights 

Her feeble Beam, and her unequal Weights. 

Whar prodigie of witand piety - -- 

Hath ſhe elſe known, by which to meaſure thee ? 

Great ſoul : we can no more the worthineſs 

Of what you were, than what youare, expreſs. 
Sidney Goaolphin. 


_ —  —— — 


Os Dr. John Donne, /ate Dean of Saint Pauls, - 
London, 


Ong ſince this task of tears from you was due, 
Long ſince, O Poets, he did die to you, 
Orleft you dead, when wit and he took flight 
On divine wings, and ſoar'd out of your fight. 
Preachers, *tis you muſt weep; The wit he taught 
You do enjay ; the Rebels which he brought 
From ancient diſcord, Giant faculties, * 
And now no more religions enemies , 
Honeſt to knowing, unto vertuous ſweet, 
Witty to good, and learned to diſcreer, 
He reconcil'd, and bid the Uſurper goe ; 
Dulneſs to vice, religion ought ro flow ; 
He kepr his loves, but nat his objeRs; wit 
He did not baniſh, but tranſplanted ir, 
Taught it his place and uſe, and brought it home 
To Piety, which it doth beſt become ; 


He 
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He ſhew'd us how for fins we ought to ſigh 
And how to fingChriſts Epithalamy : 
The Alcars had his fires, and there he ſpoke 
Incenſe of loves, and fancies holy ſmoak : | 
Religion thus inrich'd, the people train'd, 
And God from dull vice had the faſhion gain'd. 
The firſt effets ſprung in the giddy mind 
Of flaſhy youth, and thirſt of womer-kind, 
By colours lead, and drawn to a purſuit, 
Now once again by beauty of the truir, 
Asif their longings too mult ſet us free, 
And tempt us now to the commanded tree. 
Tell me, had ever pleaſure ſucha dreſs, 
Have you known crimes ſo ſhap'd? or loyelineſs 
Such as his lips did cloth religionin ? 
Had not reproof a beanty paſſing fin ? 
Corrupted nature ſorrow'd when ſhe ſtood 
So near the danger of becoming good, 
And wiſh'd our ſo inconſtant ears exempt 
From piety that had ſuch power to tempt : 
Did not his ſacred flattery beguile 
Manto amendment ? The law, taught to ſmile, 
Penſion'd our vanity, and man grew well 
Through the ſamefrailty by the which he fell. 
O the ſick ſtate of man ! health doth not pleaſe 
Qur taſtes, butin the ſhape of the diſeaſe. 
Thriftleſs is charity, coward patience, 
Juſtice is cruel, mercy want of ſenſe. 
What meansour Nature to barr virtue place, 
If ſhe do come in her own cloaths and face ? 
Is good a pill, we dare not chaw to know, 
Senſe the ſouls ſervant, doth it keep vs {0 
As we might ſtarve for good, unleſs it fir{t 
Do leave a pawn of reliſh in the guſt ? 
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Or have we to ſalvation no tie 
Atall, but that of our infirmitie ? 
Who treats with us mult our affections moye 


To th' good we flie by thoſe ſweets which we love, 


Muſt ſeek our palats, and with their delight 

To gain our deeds, muſt bribe. our appetite, 

| Theſe trains he knew, and laying nets to fave, 
Tempringly ſugred all the health he gave. 

Bur, where is now that chime ? that harmony 
Hathleft the World, now the loud Organ may 
Appear, the better voyce is fled to have 

A thouſand times the ſweetneſs which it gave - 

I cannot ſay how many thouſand ſpirits 

The ſingle happineſs this ſoul inherits, 

Damns inthe ocher World, ſouls whom no croſs 
O'ch ſenſe aficts, bur only of the loſs. 

Whom ignorance would half ſave, all whoſe pain 
Is not in what they feel, bur others gain, 
Self-executing wretched ſpirits, who 

Carrying their guilt, tranſport their eavy too. 


But choſe high joyes which his wits youngeſt flame, 


Would hurc co chuſe, ſhall not we hurtto name ? 
Verſe ſtatues, are all robbers, all we make 

Of monumeHr, thus doth not give but take, 

As Sails which Seamento a forewind hi, 

By a refiſtance goe along with it, 

So pens grow while they leſſen tame ſo left ; 

A weak aftiſtance1s a kind of thefr, 

Who hath not love to ground his tears upon, 
Muſt weep here if he have ambition, 


7. Chualcigh. 
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An Elegy upon the Dean of Pauls, Dr. Joh Donne 
by M. Thomas Cary. ; 


 —_— 


= we not force from widowed Poetry, 

Now. thou art dead (great Dunne) one Elegy 
To crown thy Hearſe > Why yet dare we not tru 
Though with unkneaded dow-bak'd proſe thy duſt. 
Such as the unciſor'd Churchman from the flowr 
Of fading Rhetorique, ſhort-liv'd as his hour, 

Dry as the ſand that meaſures it, ſhould lay 
Upon thy Aſhes on the funeral day ? 

Have we no voice, no tune? Did'{t thou diſpenſe 
Through all our language, both the words and ſenſe ? 
Tis a fad truth; The Pulpit may her plain 

And ſober Chriſtian precepts ſtill retain, 
Do&rines it may, and wholeſome uſes frame, 
Grave Homilies, and LeRtures ; But the flame 
Of thy brave ſoul, that ſhot ſuch heat and lighr. 
As burnt our earth, and made our darkne« |1i;- 
Committed holy Rapes uponour Will, ; 
Did through the eye the melcing heart diſtill, 
And the deep knowledg of dark truths fo teach, 
As ſenſe might judg whart fanſie eould not reach, 
Muſt be defird for ever. So the fire, 
Thar fills with ſpirit and heat the Delphique quire, 

Which kindled firſt by the Promethean breath, 

Glow'd here a while, lies quencht now in thy death , 

The Muſes garden with Pedantique weeds 

Or'ſpred, was purg'd by thee, The lazy ſeeds 

Of ſervil imitation thrown away ; 

And freſh invention planted, Thou didit pay 

The debts of our penurious bankrupt age, 

Licentious thefts, that make Poetique rage, 
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{imique fury, when our ſouls muſt be 
felt, or with Anacreons Extaſie, 
rPi: dars, not their own ; The ſubtle cheat 
f ſhe Exchanges, and the jugling feat 
frwo-edg'd words, or whatſoever wrong 
ours was done the Greek or Latine tongue, 
hou hadſt redeem'd, and open'd us a'Mine 

If rich and pregnant phanſie, drawn a line 
)fmaſculine expreſſion which had good 

Id Orpheus ſeen, Or all the ancient brood 
Nur ſuperſtitious fools admire, and hold 

heir lead more precious, than thy burniſh'd Gold, 
Thou hadſt been their Exchequer, and no more 
[hey ezch ingthers duſt, had rak'd for Ore. 

hou ſhall yeeld no precedence, but of time, 

\nd the blinde Fate of languase, whoſe tun'd chime 


ſore charms the outward ſenſe, yet thou maiſt claim 


From ſo great diſadvantage greater fame, 

Since tothe awe of thy imperious wit, 

Ous ſtubborn language bends, made onely fir 

Vith her tough-thick-rib'd hoopes to gird about 
Thy Giant phanſie, which had prov'd roo ſtout 
For their fott melting Phraſes, Asin time 
They had the ſtarr, fo did they cull the prime 
Buds of invention many a hundred year, 

And lefr the rifled fields, beſides the fear 

To touch. their Harveſt, yet from thoſe bare lands 
Of what is purely thine, thy ohely hands 

(And thatthy ſmalleſt work) haye gleaned more 
Than al! thoſe times, and tongues could reap before, 
But thou art gone, and thy ſtri& laws will be 

Too hard for libertines in Poetry. 

They will repeal the goodly exil'd train 
Of gods and goddeſſes, which in thy juſt raign 


Were 


Elegies upon the Author. 


Were baniſh'd nobler Poems, now, with theſe 
The filenc'd tales to'ch' Metamorphoſes 
Shall ſtuffe cheir lines, and ſwell the windy page, 
Till Verſe refin'd by thee, in thislaſt a ge, 
Turn ballad rhyme ; Or thoſe old Idols be 
Ador'd again, with new Apoſtaſie, 
Oh, pardon me, that/break with untun'd verſe 
The reverend ſilence that attends thy herſe, 
Whoſe awful ſolemn murmures were to thee 
More than theſe fainc lines, a loud Elegie, 
That did proclaim in a dumb eloquence 
The death of all che Arts, whoſe influence 
Grown feeble, in theſe panting numbers lies 
Gaſping ſhort-winded Accents, and ſo dies : 
So doth the ſwiftly turning wheel nor ſtand 
Inth'nſtant we withdraw the moving hand ; 
But ſome ſmall cime maintains a faint weak courſe 
By virtue of the firſt impulſive force , 
And fo whilſt I caſt on thy funeral pile 
Thy crown of Bayes, Oh, let it crack a while, 
And ſpit diſdain till, the devouring flaſhes 
Suck all the moiſture up; then turn to aſhes. 
I will not draw the envy to engroſs 
All chy perfeRtions, or weep all our loſs, 
Thoſe are too numerous for an Elegie, 
And this too great to be expreſt by me. . 
Though eyery pen ſhould ſhare a dictindt part, 
Yet art thou theme enoughto trie all Art, 
Let others carve the reſt, it ſhall ſuffice 
Ionthy Tomb this Epitaph inciſe. 
Here lies a King, that rul'd as he thought fit 
The mniverſal Monarchy of wit , 
Here lie two Flamens, and both thoſe, the beſt, 
Apollo's firſt, at laſt, the true Gods PrieFt, 
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An Elegie on Dr, Donne : by Sir Lucius Cary. 


PP attend, the Elegie I (ing 

Both of a double named Prieſt and King : 
Inſtead of Coats, and Pennons, bring your verſe, 
For you muſt be chief mourners at his Hearſe, 

A Tombyour Muſe muſt to his Fame ſupply, 

No other Monuments can never die ? 

And as he was a twofold Prieſt, in youth, 
Apollo's ; afterwards the voice of Truth, 

Gods Conduir pipe for grace, who choſe him for 
His extraordinary Embaſlador : 

Fo let his Liegers with the Poets joyne, 

Both having ſhares, both'muſt in grief combine ; 
WhiPit 7oh»ſon forceth with his Elegie- 

Tears from a grief-unknowingScythians eye, 
(Like Moſes at whoſe ſtroke the waters guſht 
From forth th? Rock, and like a torrenc ruſhe.): 
Let Lawd his Funeral Sermon preach, and ſhow 
Thoſe virtues, dull eyes were not apt to know 
Nor leave that piercing Theme, till it appears 
To be Good-friday by the Churches Tears, 

Yet make not grief roo long oppreſs our Powers, 
Leſt that his Funeral Sermon ſhould proye ours. 
Nor yet forget that heavenly Eloquence, -... 

With which he did the bread of life diſpenſe, 
Preacher and Orator diſcharg'd both parts, 


With pleaſure for our ſenſe, health for our hearts, 


And the firſt ſuch (though a long ſtudied Art 
Tell us our ſoul is all in every parrt,) 

None was ſo marble, but whil'ſt bim he hears, 
His Soul ſo long dwelt only in hisears, 


— 
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And from thence (with the fierceneſs of a flood 
Bearing down vice) victual'd with that bleſt food 
Theirhearts; His ſeed in none could fail to grow, 
Fertile he found them all, or made them fo : 

No Drugpiſt of the Soul, beſtow'd on all 

So Catholikely a curing Cordial. 

Nor only in the Pulpit dwelt bis ſtore, 

His words work'd much; but his example more, 
That preach'd on worky dayes his Poetry 

It ſelf was oftentimes Divinity, 

Thoſe Anthems (almoſt ſecond Pſalms) he writ 
To make us know the Crols,and valueit, 
(Although we owthat reverence tothat name 
We ſhould not need warmth from. an under-flame, ) 
Creates a fire in us ſo near extreine 

That we would'dyfor;and upon this theam. 
Next, his ſo pious Litany,which none can 

But count Divine, eXcept a-Puritan,: 

And that but for the name, nor this, nor tho{c 
Want any thing of Sermons, but the Proſe, 
Experience makes us ſee that many a one 

Owes to his Countrey his Religion; 

And in another, would as ſtrongly. grow, 

Had but his nurſe and mother taught himſo , 

Not he the ballaſt on his judgment hung , 

Nor did his preconceit do either wrong , 

He labour'd to exelnde whatever fin 

By time or careleſneſs'had entred in ; 

Winnow'd the chaff from wheat, but yet was oath: 
A too hot zeal ſhould force him, burn them both , 
Nor would allow of that ſo ignorant gall, 

Which to ſave blotting often would blot all, 
Nor did thoſe barbarous opinions own, . 
Torthink the Organs (in, and faRion,none, 
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Nor was there expeRation to gain grace 
From forth his Sermons only, but his face , 
So primitive a look, ſuch gravity 

With humbleneſs, and both with Ptety , 
So mild was Moſes countenance, when he pray'd 
For them whoſe Sataniſm his power gainſaid , 
And ſuch his gravity, when all Gods band 
Receiv'd his word (through him) at ſecond hand, 
Which joyn'd did flames of more devotion move 
Than ever Argive Helens could of loye. 

Now to conelude, ] muſt my reaſon bring, 
Wherefore I calf'd him in his title King, 

That Kingdom the Philoſophers beliey'd 
Toexcell Alexanders, nor were griey'd 

By fear of loſs (that being ſuch a Prey 

No ftronger than ones ſelf can force away) 

The Kingdom of ones ſelf, this he enjoy'd, 

And his authority ſo well imploy'd, 

That never any could before become 

So great a Monarck in fo ſmall aroom , 

He conquer'd rebet paſſions, rul'd them ſo, 

As under-ſphears by the firſt Mover goe , 
Baniſht ſo far their working, that we can 

But know he had ſome, for we knew him man, 
Then ler his laſt excuſe his firſkextreams : 


His age ſaw viſions, though his youth dream'd dreams, 


336 Elegies pon the Author. 


—_ —_— —— — -- 


On Dr. Donnes aeath : by Mr. Mayne of Chriſt-Church 
in Oxford. 


LF Fhen ſhall preſume to mourn thee, Noxze, unleſs 
He could his tears in thy expreflions dreſs, 
And teach his grief) that reverence of thy Hearſe, 
To weep lines learned, as thy Anniverle, 

A Poem of that worth, whole every tear 

Delerves the title of a ſeveral year; 

Indeed fo far above it's Reader, good, 

1hat we are thought wits, when 'tis underſtood, 
There that bleſt maid to dy, wito now ſhould grieve 
After thy ſorrow, 'twere her loſs to live ; 

And her fair vertues in anochers line, 

Would faintly drawn, which are made ſaints in thine: 
Hadlt thou been ſhallower, and not writ fo high, 
Or left ſome new way for our pen, or eye, 

To ſheda funeral tear, perchance thy Tomb 

Had not been ſpeechlets, or our Muſes dumb , 

But now we dare not write, but mult conceal 

Thy Epitaph, leſt we be thonght to iteal ; 

For, who hath read thee, and diſcerns thy worth, 
That will not ſay, thy careleis hours brought forth 
Fancies beyond our ſtudies, and thy play 

Was happier, than our ſerious time of day ? 

So learned was thy chance, thy haſte had wit, 

Ang matter from thy pen flow'd rafhly tit, 

W hat was thy recreation turns our braig, 

Our rack.and paleneſs, is thy weakelt ftrain, 

And when we moſt come near thee, 'tis our bliſs. 


To imitate thee, where thou doſt amiſs, 
Her 
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5 
Here light your Mute, you that do onely think, 
And write, and are jult Poets, as you drink, 
in whoſe weak fancies wit doth ebbe and flow, 
Jult as your reckonings riſe, that we may know 
in your whole carriage of your work, that here 
This flifh you wrote in Wine, and that in Beer; 
This is to tap your Mufe, which running long 
Writes flat, and cakes our ear not half fo ſtrong, 
Poor ſuburb wits, who, if you want your cup, 
Or if a Lord recover, are blown up, 
Could you but reich this hight, you ſhould not need 
To make, each meal, a projet ere you feed, 
Nor walk in reliques cloathes fo old and bare, 
As ifleft off co you from Exnias were, 
Nor ſhould your love, in verſe, call Miſtrifs, thoſe, 
Whoare mine hoſteſs, or your whores in proſe, 
From this Muſe learn to Court, whoſe power could moye 
A Cloyſtred coldnefs, or a Veſtal love, 
And would convey ſuch errants to theirear, 
That Ladies knew no ods, to grant and hear, 
But I do wrons thee, Donne, ind this low priſe 
Is written only for thy younger daies, 
Iam notgrown up, for thy riper parts, 
Then ſhould 1 praiſe thee, through the Tangues and Arts, 
And have that deep Divinity to know, 
What myſteries did from thy preaching flow, 
Who with thy words could charm thy audience, 
That at thy Sermons, car was all our ſenſe , 
Yet have I ſeen thee inthe Pulpir ſtand, 
Where we might take notes from thy look and hand ; 
And from thy ſpeaking ation bear away 
More Sermon, than ſome teachers ule to ſay. 
Such was thy carriage, and thy geſture ſuch, 
As could divide the heart, and conſcience touch; | 
Cc 2, Iny 
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Thy motion did confute, and we might fee 

An errour vanquiſh'd by delivery, 

Not like our Sons of Zeal, who to reform 

Their hearers, fiercely at the Pulpic ſtorm, 

And beat the Cuſhion into worſe eſtate, 

Then if they did conclude it reprobate, 

Who can out-pray the glaſs, then lay about 

Till all predeſtination be run our, 

Andfrom the point ſuch tedious uſes draw, 

Their repetitions would make Goſpel, Law. 

No, in ſuch temper would thy Sermons flow, 

So well d1d DoEtine, and thy language ſhow, 

And had that holy fear, as, hearing thee, 

The Court would mend, and a good Chriſtian be. 
And Ladies though unhandſome, our of grace, 
Would hear thee in their unbought looks and face. 
More I could write, but let this crown thine Urn , 
We cannot hope the like cill thou return. 


—— " 
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Upon 14 7. J. Donne, and his Poems. 


WF? dares ſay thou art dead, when be doth ſee 
(Unburied yet) this living part of hee ? 
This part to thy being gives freſh lime, 

And chough th'art Done, yet will preſerve thy nime. 
Thy fleſh (whoſe channels left their crimſon hew 
And whey-like ran at laſt (in a pale blew) 

May ſhew thee mortal, a dead Palſey may 

Selfe on't, and quickly turn it into clay, 

W hich like the Indianearth, ſhall riſe retin'd : 

But this great <pirit thou haſt left behind, 

This Soul of Verſe in its firſt pure eſtate) 

Shall live for all the world to imitate, 


But 
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But not come near ; for in thy phanfies flight, 
Thou doſt not ſtoop unto the yulgar ſight, 


| But hovering highly in the air of Wir, 


Holdf ſuch a pitch, that few can follow it, 
Admire they may. Each obje@ that the Spring 
(Or a more piercing influence) doth bring 


* T' adorn Earths face, thou ſweetly didit contrive 
| To beauties elements, and thence derive 
| Unſpotted Lillies whice , which thou didlt ſec 


Hand in hand with the vein-like Violet, _ 
Making them ſofc, and warm, and by thy power, 
Couldit give both life and ſenſe unto a flower. 
The Cheries thou haſt made to ſpeak, will be 


| Sweeter unto the taſte, than from the tree, 


And (ſpight of winter ſtorms) amidſt the ſnow 
Thou oft haſt made the bluſhing Roſe to grow. 
The Sea nymphs, that the watry caverns keep, 
Have ſent their Pearles and Rabies from the deep 
To deck thy love, and plac'd by thee, they drew 
More luſtre to them, than where firſt chey grew. 
All minerals (that earths full rromb doth hold 
Promiſcuouſly) thou conldſt convert co gold, 
And with thy flaming raptures ſo refine, 
That ic was much more pure than in the Mine. 
The lights that guild the night, if thou didſt ſay, 
They look like eyes, thoſe did out-ſhine the day ; 
For there would be more vertue in ſuch ſpels, 
Than in Meridians or croſs Parallels : 
What ever was of worth in this great Frame, 
That Art could comprehend, or Wit could name, 
It was thy cheam for Beauty ; T hou didit ſee, 
Woman was this fair worlds Epitome. 
Thy nimble ſaryrs too, and every ſtrain 
(With nervy ſtrength) rhar iſſued from thy brain, 
| | Ce 
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Will loſe the glory of their own clear bayes, 
If they admir of any others praiſe. 

But thy diviner Poems (whoſe clear fire 
Purges all droſs away ) ſhall by a Quire 

Of Cherubims, with heavenly Notes be ſet 
(Where fleſh and blood could ne*r attain to yet) 
There pureſt Spirits ſing ſuch ſacred Layes, 

In Panegyrique Hallelujaes. 


Arth. wilſon, 
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Evitaph upon Dr. Donne, by Endy. Porter, 


THis decent Urn a fad inſcription wears, 

Of Denncs departure from us, to the ſpheres, 
And the dumb ſtone with filence ſeems to tell 
The changes of this life, wherein is well 
Expreſt, A cauſe to make al! joy to ceaſe, 

And never let our forrows more tike eaſe; 

For now it is impoſſible to tinde 

One traught with vertnes, to inrich a mind. 

But why ſhould death, with 2 promiſcuous hand 
At one rude i{troke impoveriſha land ? 

Thou {tri Attorney unto ſtriRer Fate, 

Didit thou confiſcate his life out of hate 

To his rare Parts ? Or did{t chou throw thy dare, 
With envious hand, at ſome plcbeian he:rr , 
And he with pious vertne tep: berween 

To fave thar ſtroke, and ſo was kil*d unſeen 

By thee ? O'*twos his goodneſs fo to do, 

Which humane kindneſs never reacht unto. 
Thus ihe hard laws of death were ſ:tisfi'd, 

Ana he left us like Orphan :riends and dy'd. 


Now 
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Now from the Pulpit to the peoples eares, 
Whoſe ſpeech ſhall ſend repentant ſighs, and tears? 
Or tell me, ifa purer Virgin die, 

Who ſhall hereafter write her Elegy ? 

Poets be filent, let your numbers lee 

For he is gone that did all fancy keep, 

Time hath no Soul, but his exalted verſe; 

Which with amazemeats, we may now rehearle, 
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In Memory of Dr. Donne, by Mr.R.B, 


Nane dead ? 'Tis here reported true, though I 
Ne'r yet ſo much defir'd to hear a ly, 

'Tis too too true, for ſo we find ir {till 

Good news are often falſe, but ſeldome, ill : 

Bur muſt poor fame tell us his fatal day, 

And ſhall we know his death che common way ? 
Me thinks ſ»me Comet bright ſhould have foretold 
The dearh of ſuch a man, for chongh of old 

'Tis held, that © omets Princes deaths foretell, 

Why ſhould a": \::s have needed one as well 2 

Who was the Prince of wits, 'monglt whom he reign'd 
High as a Prince, and as great ſtate maintain'd ? 
Yet wants he not his ſign, for we have ſeen 

A dearth, tbe like to which hath never been, 
Treading on harveſt heels, which doth preſage, 
The dearth of wit and learning, which this age 
Shall find, now he is gone , for though there be 
Much grain in ſhew, none brought ir forth as he 
Or men are miſers, or if true want raiſes 
The dearth, than more thac dearth Donzes plenty praiſes, 
Of learning, languages, of eloquence, 


And poekie, (paſt raviſhing of ſenſe) 


He 
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He had a magazine, wherein ſuch ſtore 

Was laid up, as might hundteds ſerve of poor. 
But he is gone, O how will his deſire 

Torture all thoſe that warm'd them by his fire ? 

Methinks 1 ſee him in the Pulpir ſtanding, 

Not eares or eyes, but all mens hearts commanding, 

Where wethat heard him, to our ſelves did fain 

Golden Chryſoſtome was yet alive again , 

And never were we wearied, till we ſaw 

His hour (a::d but an hour ) to end did draw. 

How did he ſhame the dodtrine-men, and uſe, 

With helps to boot, for mento bear th' abuſe 

Of their tir'd patience, and indure th' expence 

Ofcime, O ſpentin hearkning to non-ſenſe, 

With marks alſo enough whereby to know, 

The ſpeaker isa zealous dunce, or ſo, 

'Tis true, they quitted him, to their poor power, 

They humm'd againſt him, and withface moſt ſowr 

Call'd him a ſtrong lin'd man, a Macaroon, 

And no way fit to ſpeak to clouted ſhoon, 

As fine words [truly ] as you would deſire, 

But [verily] but a bad edifier. 

Thus did theſe beetles ſlight in him that good, 

They could not fee, and much leſs, underſtood. 

But we may ſay, when we compare the ſtuff 

Both brought. He was a candle, they the ſnuff. 

Well Wiſdom's of her children jultifh'd, 

Let therefare theſe poor fellows ſtand aſide ; 

Nor, though of learning he deſerv'd ſo highly, 

Would I his book ſhould ſ2ye him, rather ſlily 

I ſhould adviſe his Clergy nor to pray, 

Thonsh of the leanedfſt ſort methinks that they 

Of the ſame trade are judg:snot ſo fit, | 

There's no ſuck emulation as of wit ; ' 
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Ofſuch, the Envy might as much perchance 
Wrong him, and more, than th' others ignorance, 
It was his Fate T1 know'tto be enyy'd 
As much by Clerks;as lay-men magnifi'd ; 
| And why ? but'*cauſe he camelate in the day, 
And yet his penny earn'd, and had as they. 
| No more of this, leſt ſome ſhould fay, that 1 
' Amſtraid toSatyre, meaning Elegy. 
No, no, had Doxwe need to be judg'd or try'd, 
A Jury I would ſummon on his fide, 
That had no ſides, nor faQtions ; paſt the touch 
Of all exceptiors, freed from Paſſion, ſuch 
As not to fear nor flatter, e*r were bred, 
Theſe would I bring though called from the dead : 
Southhampton, Hambleton, Pembrook, Dorſets Earls, 
Huntinton, Bedfords Counteſles (the Pearls 
Once of each ſex) If theſe ſuffice nor, 1 
Ten Decem tales have of Randers by : 
All which, for Doxxe, would ſucha verdi@ give, 
As can belongs to none, that now doth live. 

But what do [? A diminution *tis 
To ſpeak of him in verſe, ſo ſhort of his, 
Whereof he was the maſter ; All indeed 
Compar'd with him, pip'd on an oatenreed : 
O that you had but one 'mongſt all your brothers 
' Could write for him as he hath done for others? 
(Poets I ſpeak to) WhenlT ſee't, Il fay, 
My ey-ſight betters, as my ears decay ; 
Mean time a quarrel I ſhall ever have 
Apainſt theſe doughty keepers from the grave, 
Who uſe, it ſeems, their old Authority, 
When (verſes men immortal make) they cry : 
Which had it been a Recipe true try'd, 
Probatum eſſet, D O NNE had never dy'd, 
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For me, it e'r I had leaſt ſparke at all 

Of that which they Poetique fire do call, 
Here confeſs it fetched from his hearth, 
Whichis gone out, now he is gone to earth. 
This onely a poor flaſh, a lightning is 

Before my Muſes death, as after his, 

Farewel (fair ſoul) and deign receive from me ;* 
This Type of that devotion I ow thee, 
From whom (while living) as by voice and pen 
Llearned more than from a thouſand men : 
So by thy death, am of one dgubt releas'd, 
And now beleeve that miracles are ceas'd. 
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Epitaph, 


Ere lies Dea» Donne, Enough ; Thoſe words alone 
Shew tim as fully, as if all the ſtone 

His Church of Pa#{s contains, were through inſcrib'd, 

Or all the walkers there; to ſpeak him,brib'd. 

None can miſtake him, for one ſuch as he 

Done, Dean, or Man, more none ſhall ever ſee, 

Not man ? No, though unto a Sun each eye 

Were turn'd, the whole earth ſo to over-ſpy. 

A bold brave word ; Yet ſuch brave Spirits as knew 

His Spirit, will ay, it is leſs bold than true. 


News from the very Country, 


Hart it isa Frippery of Courtiers, Merchants and others, 

which have been in faſhion, and are very near worn 
out. That Juſtices of Peace have the ſelling of nnder- 
woods, but the Lords have the great falls, The Jeſuices are 
like Apricocks, heretofore, here and there one ſuccour'd in 
a great mans houſe, and coſt dear; now you may have 
them tor nothing in every cottage. That every great Vice 
is4 Pike ina Pond, that devours vertues and leſs vices. 
Thar it is wholefomelt getting a ſtomack by walking on 
your own ground: and the thritcielt laying of it at anathers 
Table. That debtorsare in London cloſe prifoners,and here 
have the liberty of the houſe, T hat Atheiſts in afMiction, 
like blinde beggers, are forced to ask, though they know 
not of whom, That there are (God bethanked) not two 
ſuch Acres in all the Countrey, as the Exchange and weſt - 
miner Hall. That 6nely Chri{maſs Lords know their 
ends. That women are no: io render fruit, but that chey 
do as well, and bear as wc!] upon beds, as plaſhed againlt 
walls, That our Carts ar? never worſe imployed than when 
they are waited upon by Co:ches. That Sentences in Au- 
thors, like haires in horſe tailes,concur in one root of beau- 
ty and ſtrength , but being pluckt out one by one, ſerve 
only tor ſpringes and ſnares, That both want and aboun- 
dance, equally advance a reified man from the world, as 
cotton and ſtones are borh good caſting for an Hawk. 
ThatIam ſure there is none ofthe forbidden fruit lefr, be- 
cauſe we do not all eat thereof. That our beſt —___ 
mit- 
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miſchief comes from beyond the Sea,and rides poſt through 7 
the Countrey, but his errand is to Court. The next to noÞ} © 
wife and children, your own are the beſt paſtime, anothers 
wife and your children worſe, your wife and anothers chil- 
dren worſt. That States-men hunt their fortunes, and are 
often at default : Favorites courſe her, and are ever in 
view. That intemperance is not ſo unwholeſom here : for 
none ever ſaw Sparrow ſick of the Pox : that here is no tre- 
chery nor fidelity , but it is becauſe here are no ſecrets ; 
that Court motions are up and down, ours circular ; theirs 
like ſquibs cannot ſtay at the higheſt, nor return tothe 
place which"they roſe from, but vaniſh and wear out in 
the way : Ours like Mill wheels, buſie without changing 
place; they have peremptory fortunes; we viciflitudes. 
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Amiciſſimo, & meritiſſimo BEN, ] O HNS ON. 
In Vulponem, 


Uod arte auſus es hic tua, Poeta, 

$1 auderent hominum Deique jurss 
Conſult, veteres ſequi emnularierque, 
O omnes ſaperemus ad ſalutem, 
Hes ſed ſunt veteres araneofs ; 
Tam nemo veterum eft ſequntor, ut ti 
Tilos quod ſequerts novator audss. 
Fac tamen quod agrs ; tuique prima 
Libri canitie induantur hoya : s 
Nam charts pueritia eft neganda, 
Naſcunturque ſents, oportet, illi 
Libri, quers dare Vi perennitatens. 


Priſcts, 


) no 
Iers 


hil- 


are 


ugh Þ Priſcis, ingenium facit. laborque 
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Te parem ; hos ſuperes, ut C futures, 
Ex noftra vitioftate ſnmas, 
Dna priſcos ſuperamus, & futures, 


$0. 


PY 
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Unm ſortiti ſumus quo plane indoftis nihil rurpias, 
plenc deftts mbil rarins. T am ones in literis aliquid 
{ciunt, tam nemo omnia. JMeaia igitur plerumque itur via, 
+ ad evitandum ignorantie turpitudinem C& legends faftidi- 
um. Ars una eft omnibus ut riliqnas [cire videri poſſint. 
Inde Epitomis, paradoxis, & pruritibus exorbitantium inge- 
niorum deleftantur. Hinc tam ſunt in pretio Lullias, Gem- 
may, Sebundas, Empiricas, Trithemins, Agrippa, Eraſmms, 
Ramns, & Heretici. Satzs enim fibs videntur ſcire ignava 
ingenia þ aliorum ſcientiam imperfettam eſſe probabiliter poſe 
fint demonitrare. Sed nimis invidie ſubeſt , &* ſe prodit 
arrea hac, procax C& tuberoſa (cientia.  T bi generoſior, ce= 
lerior, candidior, © minus fpeculatoribus literarum obnoxie 
via ſubeunda eſt, Et quia per occupationes Anle, qua de- 
gs, naturales , tibi vacare literis non licet (nam poſt ſom- 
num non nift poſt decimam ex more excutiendum, poſt weſtes 
diei, loco , affetti5us proprias indutas , poſt faciem ſpecula 
compoſitam , & quo quis eachinno, ſuperciliove excipiendus 
fit reſolutionem, poſt epulas luſuſque, quota pars vite liters, 
animeque eXcolendo-relinquitur?) & tamen dotFus viders non 
dedignaris nt aliquando habeas qu? eleg anter C& appoſite Cas 
nes Regios, conſernos txos poſſis laudare, & quamvs ſcire que 
alii ſciunt non poterts, ſaltem ſcire valeas que ills neſciunt ;; 
hac ex confilio naeo via progreaierts. 
Reliftis authoribus quos vocant Claſſicos Academicu & pe- 
dagogis terendis, enitere per emnes quibus ignorantiam fatere 


ſecare poteris libros alijs invents difficiles exquircre, Nec in 
calle 
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colloquitz quid ex antoribus vulgo nitts afferas, ſed ex iſtic, 


ut ita que dicts aut tua videri poſſint, (i nomina taceas, aut 


fs minus digna ſint, & anthoritate egeant, novos authores 


cam reverentia tus anaiant illi, qui omnia ſcire ſibi ante vs[ 
ſunt. Hunc ergo catalogum ad nſum tuum exarai, nt his pa- 
rat is libris, in omni pene ſcientia, ft non mag15,faltem aliter do 
ftrs, quam cateri, ſubito proſulias. 


% 


— 


Caralogus Librorum, 


[, Tedai Hill Angli,de ſexu & Hermaphroaitate digneſ- 
cenda in Atoms + Tdem de eorum Anatomia , C3 obs 
ftetricatione in partubus humatis , cui anneftitur ars confi- 
ciendortim 4gnts vaſorum, & inſtrumentorum ad hac omnia 
proprieriim, per conterraneum, + ſynchronon ſum Magi- 

[tram Plat. 

2. e/Emnulus /Moyſis. Ars conſervands veſtimenta ultra 
quaaraginta annos, aitore Topeliffo Anglic : poitillata per 
fac. $tonchouſe, Anglic -: qui codem idiomate edidit tratta- 
rm, T0 keep clothes near the faſhion, 

3. Arsexſcribendi omnia ea que verd ad iden dicantnr in 
Foarne Foxe in ambitu denarii, autore P. Bale. 

\ 4+ Chimaram pradicari de Antichriſio, autore Sorboniſta 
Anmymo. | 

5. Galatinus, Fudeos ubiquitarios efſe , quia . nnſquam 
ſont. 

.. 6. Librum Tobia eſſe canoticam. Ubi ex Rabbinis & ſe= 
cretioribus' Theologis numerantur pil Cauae Cjus canis, ex 
quorum varia retortione, &. invicem conjanttione conficiuntur 
litere, ex quibus' mirifica verba conſiſtint. Autore Franci» 
ſeo Georgio Veneto, | 

7. Pax in Hieruſalem, ſive conciliatio flagrantiſſims diſe 
fidis inter Rabbi Simeon Kimchi, Onkelos, ntrum caro hus 

mana 
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ana ex carne ſuilla comeſta (qued avertat dens) concreta in 
eſurreftione removebitur, annihilabitur , aut purificabitur, 
er illuminatiſſimum Detterem Renchlingm. 

8. Pythageras Fadeu Chriſtianus, Numerum 99 C66 

erſo folio eſſe eundem, per ſuper-ſeraphicum Fo. Picum. 

9. Ynidlibet ex quolibet, Or the art of decyphering 
ind finding ſome treaſon in any intercepted letter , by: 
+ hiltps. | 

10. foh. Harringtoni Here les, fgue de modo quo evacuabatur 
i fecibus Arca Noe. 

it. Crede quod habes & habes, Criterium Antiquitatmis 
ib. magnus de minimis a Walt. Copo ditatss, © ab uxore ex- 
criptus, & ab amannenſi ſuo Fohan : Povy latmitate do» 
VAIRS. 

I2. S#bſalvator ;, in quo illuminatus, ſed parum llumi- 
1.ms Hugo Broughton intredibiliter dotet linguani Hebraicam 
[ſe de eſſentia ſalutts, & ſua pracepta de eſſentia. 

13. AM. Lutherns de abbreviatione orationts Dominice. 

14, Manipulns quercanm, five ars comprehendends tran- 
cendentia. Autore Raim, Sebundo, | 

15. Oceanus Anlicns, (ive Pyramss ſive coloſſas, ſve Abyſ-* 
4s ingeriorum: bi p:r 60000 hiteras a Milorars omninm na-' 
tonum ad etitandam oftentationem vnalgaribus ſemper linguis 
aatas + acceptas, traditur quicquid tradi poteſt de Dentiſcal- 
pizs OF nnguium reduvits. Colle a ſunt & in unum corpus 
reautte, fnouliſque autoribus dedicate per 10: Florio Stalo,* 
Anglum, eorum que in hoc libro continentar. capita habentur 

primes 70 pagints ;, Diplomata regum cum eorum titults & ap- 
probationes inquiſitorum 107 ſequentibus, peemata in lanaes 
Atborum 97+ libro proxims. | © 

16. 7uſtitia Anolie vacationis, Io. Davis, De Arte Anar 
grammatum veriſimiliter conficiendoram , & ſententiolus an 
nals inſcribenadts. | | | 
17. Traflatuli aliquet adjefitii, libris Pancirells ; libro ae 


rebus 
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rebus perditts, additur de virtate, & de libertate popals quod 
a C apellano quodam Io : Cadi inchoatum a Buchanano perfe- 
tum eſt, libro de rebus inventss, addit ur de morbo multinomi- 
no per T ho, T horney Anglice : & poft latine per Tho. CamPpia- 
num, de uxoratione poſt vota per Caroloſt adium. . | 
=-18, Bonaventura de particula Non a dccalogo adimendo, & 
Symbolo Apoſtolorum adjiciendo. i 

I9. De militibus Apocr yphes per Ely. Prinne lib. unns, per 
Edw. Chute paulo amplior fats, | 


20. De navigabilitate aquarum ſuperceltfHinm, & utrum 
ibi an apud nos.navs in firmaments in juaicio fit appulſura, To, 
Dee, Antore. 

21, Manualejuſticiariorum, continens plarimas confeſſic 
nes veneficarum IManwoadao judicit exhibitas, & ab illo ab- 
ftergendis poſtea natibus, & evacuationibus adhibitas ; nun 
a ſervults ſus redenipte, & in uſum ſnum colleft#*{unt 2 I, 
Help. | p 
22. effquilibriam. Tom: 2. Sive. ars acquieſcendj in 
Controverſits. Primus modus dicittir ſimplex, quia data 
controverſia (utpote eftne tranſubſtantiatio) [cribitur ſic, & 
20, varits ſedequalibus chartulis, & trutine imponuntay, 
C ponderofieri adherendum. Alins modus eſt compoſitus, 
quia data theſi ex una parte, datar ttiam alteraex altera : nt 
Petrus ſedet Rome, C& Foannes ſedet Rome , C& ttiam 8 c- 


qualibns litcrts ſcribuntur, &c, ponaerofiori adherendum aus | 


tare. Eraſmo Roterad. 5 

23. Cardanus de nullibietate crepitas. 

24. Edmundi Hobei erwllationes pomeridiane, five de uni. 
wocts, utpote de prarogativa Regum,C chim®ris, morbo Regia, 
& morbo Gallico, fc. © 

25. Ars $piritualts ineſcanat mulieres, five contiones (ub- 
cingelaves Egertons. 

26, De Peſſario animato,Comni morbio faeminis danda per 
Aagiſtrum Butler Cantabr. . / 

| | 27.Capnt 


e 


(401) 


[7 
_ 27: Caput exenm Fran. Bacons : de Riberto primo Anglia * 
mi 1e0e- ; | 

. 28. Cepe advocatorumn, ſive ars plorandi in Fudicits, per 


JM 
Þ enndem. Seſqui-barbarns, ſive de medietate lingae. 
&| 29. De Gurgite diametrali a4 Polo ad Pulum, per centrum 
navigabile (ine pyxide per Anar. Thevet, | 

30. Luinteſſentia inferni , fiue camera privata inferna- 
lis, ubi traftatur de loco quinto ab Homero, Firgilio, Dan- 
te, cateriſque papiſticts pretermiſſo, ubi Reges prater damni 
Th penas, & ſenſus, recordatione preteritorum cruciant nr. 

31, Encominm Dottorss Shaw Capellani Richards 3. per 

778 Dott. Barlow. | | 
NN 32. uid non? ſive confutatio omninm errorum tam in 
Theulogia quam in alits ſcientizs, artibuſque mechanics, pre- 
| #eritorum, pra{entium C futurorum, omnium hominum mor- 
tuorum, ſuperſtitum, 1aſcendorumque ; wna nofte poſt canam 
confelta per D. Sutcliffe. NC 
33. De Epiſcopabilitate puritam. Dr.R obinſon. 
34. T arltenus ae privilegius Parliament, 
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In Sacram Anchoram Pilcatoris G. Herbert 


Q Uod Crux nequibat fixa Clavique additi, 
(T evere Chriſtam ſcilicet, ne aſcenderet ) 
T uive Chriſtum devecans facundia 

Ultra laquendi tempus ;  addit Anchora : 

Nec hoc abunat eff ribs, ifs certe Anchore 
Adaas figillum : nempe Symbolum ſne 

Tibs debet Unda& terra certitudints. 


Daondam feſſus Amor loquens Amato, 
Tot & tauta loguens amica, ſcripſit : 
T andem & ill mans, dedit figillum. 


Suaves erat, qui ſcripta, dolens, lacerando recludi, 
Santtins 3n Regno Magni credebat Amoris 
(1 quo fas nihil eſt rumpt) donare ſogillurs. 


Munde fluas fugiaſque licet, nes mſtraque fixt : 
Deridet motus ſanta catena twos, 


6 
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Lthough the Croſs could not Chriſt here detain, 
Though nail*d unto 'c, but he aſcends again, 
Nor yet thy eloquence here keep him ſtill, 
Bur onely while chou ſpeak'ſt ; This Anchor will, 
Nor canit chon be content, unleſs thou to 
This certain Anchor adda Seal, and fo 
The Water, and the Earth both unto thee 
Do owe the ſymbole of their certainty, 


Ep 
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peek P08: 


| When Love being weary made anend 
Of kind Expreſſions to hisfriend, 


He writ; when's hand could writeno more, 


He gave the Seal, and (oleft ore. 


How ſweet a friend was he, who being " dy 


His letters were broke rudely up, believ 


'Twas more ſecure in great Loves Common-weal 


(Where nothing ſhould be broke) to adde a Seal. 


Let the world reel, we and all ours ſtand ſure, 
This holy Cable's of all ſtorms ſecure. 
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To Mr. George Herbert , with one of my 
Seal, of the Anchorand Chriſt. 


Ui prius aſſnetus Serpentum faſce T abellas 
Signare, (hec noſtre ſymbola parva Domus) 
Aaſcitus aomui Domini, patrioque relifto 
Stemmate, nanciſcor ſtemmata jure nova. 
Hinc mihi Crux primo gne fronte imprefſa lavacyo, 
Finibus extenſis, anchora fatta patet. 
Anchor in effigiem, Crax tandem aefinit ipſam, 
Anchora fit tandem Crux tolerata din. 
Hoc tamen ut fiat, Chriſto vegeratnr ab ipſo 
Crux, & ab Aﬀixo, «ft Anchora fatta, Feſs. 
Nec Natalitizs penitns ſerpentibus orboy, 
Non ita dat Deus, ut auferatante data. 
Dua ſapiens, Dos et; Yuaterram lambit & ambit, 
Peſts, At in niſt?a fit Medicina Cruce, 
Serpens, fixa Craci fi fit Natura ; Crucique 
A fixo, nobis, Gratia tota fluat. 
Omnia cum Crux fint, Crux Anchora fixa, figillum 
Non tam dicendum hoc, quam Catechiſmas erit. 
Aitto, nec exigua, exigua ſub imagine, aona, 
Pugnora amicitia, & mmnera , Yota, preces. 
Plura tibi accumulet, ſanit us copnominas, [lle 


Regia qui flayo Dona figillat Equo. 
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A ſheaf of Snakes uſed heretofore to be my Seal, 
T he Creſt of our Poor family 


Dopted in Gods Family, and ſo 
Ouy old Coat loſt, unto newarms I go, 

The Croſs (my ſeal at Baptiſm) ſpred below, 
Does, by that form, into an Anchor grow. 
Croſſes grow Anchors , Bear, as thou ſhouldſt do 
Thy Crofs, and that Croſs grows an Anchor too. 
Bur he that makes our Crofles Anchors thus, 

Is Chriſt, who there is crucif'd for us, 

Yer may I, with this, my firſt Serpents ho!d, 

God gives new bleſſings, and yet leaves the old . 
The Serpent may, as wiſe, my pattern be , 

My poiſon, as he feeds on duſt, that's me, 

And as he rounds the Earth ro murder ſure, 

My death he is, but on the Croſs, my cure. 
Crucifie nature then, and then implore 

All Grace from him, cruiched there before ; 
When all is Croſs, and that Croſs Anchor grown, 
This Seal's a Catechiſm, not a Seal alone, 

Under that little Seal great gifts 1 ſend, 
Works, and prayers, pawns, and fruits of a friend. 
And may that Saint which ridesin our great Sea], 
To you, who bear his name, great bounties deal, 
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© primum per literas, eo quo ſolent ordine, a vobis, 
Ampliſſime, eaque Amplitudine Diguſlime Antiſtes, 
Reverendiflimique Patres, ad nos dimanantes, nobis 1nno- 
tult, Potentiſlimum, ſimal 8& conſultiſiimum Regem, erſ1 a 
: Spiricu ſanRo, ſpiritu conſilii, in ſemec abunde repletum, 
| | ſuorum tamen conſilio, in ſolenni Ordinum Conventu- uti 
non dedignatum efle; habui & ego, etl in antro delite- 
ſcens, nec in fulgore omnino, parum in aprico verſatus, hu» | , 
Jus tamen roris guttulas meas, & Gomerulum meum, (11 ita |þ | 
diminuere liceat) hnjus Mannz, ſenſum partemque meam, Þf | 
ejus qua univerſum regnum perfuſum eſt, lzticiz, Vere || , 

| 
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enim. mihi videre vifus ſum exemplar ipſum, quod vidie 
L Patriarcha Jacob, Deum innixum fcalz & Angelos aſcen- 
| Cdentes & deſcendentes, cum videam eum ,-qui inter eos 
ſummus eſt, de quibus Deus dixit, Vos Diteſtis, non ita | ; 
ſui contentum efle, nec ita in ſemer acquieſcere, (quo ta» | 

' men uno contenti, & in -quo ſolo acquieſcimus libenter 
{| omnes) quin &in hanc ſcalam innitatur, in qua illa quat4 
vobis Eccleſi proceribus, in nos deſcendit, influentta, & is 
qui a nobis; 4} vos aſcendit, Odor quietis, Deſcenſum A- 
| ſcenſuraque Angelorum poſlit imitari. ' Quid enim non li- 
| | cetnobis, nobis jam ſpondere, tam foxliciter aufpicatis urnon 
|| exaliis, quam ipſfa caleſti Columb?, avibus, divinationem 
|| ftatuamus, omnia harmonice , ſummague cum concordia 
; tran{igenda, cum videamus Deum caeltem, terreſtremque 
Deum, ita jn unum coaleſcere, utquemadmodum nec Deus 
| ipſeitzlUnuseſle yoluertt, ut non etiim fit Trinus, ita nec 
I; REF 
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Rex ſummus {b1 ita voir jnnitt, ut nn & tres ordines bo” 
na ſua cam vena, accerfituque convenirent > Vidic Deus 
opt. Max, in principio Lucem bonum, & bonam terram- 
folem bonum, & bonum Mare, fingula bona, ſed cam uno 
intuitu omnia complexus eſt, vidic omnia valde bona. Vi- 
dit & ille, qui ejus apud nos vices gerir, quz in Corde-ſuv 
diffuſa eſt, lucem bonam, quz ab iis, qui'ei 2 Conſiliis 
ſunt, & quia Conatonibus, inſeruntur, fingula bona ; Ec 
cum jam. per eum coadunara fint: omnia, cum jam, ficut de 
exercitibus Iſraeliticis ſxpe uſurpatumy Omnes ficut unus 
vir exiverunt, ita & nos {icut 03 unum, una anima conve- 
nimus, viderit, (precamur) videbit (ominamur) omnia val- 
de bona Hujus cum ego benigni roris guttulas meas, & al- 
mz hujus Mannz Gomerulum meum mihimet pollicerer, ut 
aut in umbra familiari, ea quaz hoc in loco tranſigend? 
eſſent, precibus promovere, aut quz aRa erant, prelentia 
mea, ſuffragioque teſtari pofſem, nec amplius memet inge- 
rere, ingenua iſta ſpe, & pollicitatione non injuſta, deje- 
Rum me video, Oneri, veribus meis impari, & importuno, 
repente ſuppoſitum, & a licore, ubi omnibus adprecando, 
& ſanioribus annuendo, ſatis officio meo feciſſe putari poſ- 
ſem, in arenam, in xſtum maris jam protruſum , prolc. 
quendi & prxloquendi, Conciliandt & Conſulendi, Colli- 
gendi & Referendi, Argumentandi & Arguendi, aliaque 
peragendt, tot & tanta, ur ſepo{itis, penituſque negleCtis, 
quz a corpore imbecilli, fraftis viribus, .& valetudirg 
perquam incommoda, etiam- in oculos veltros, c1rerva- 
tim ſe injiciunt, excuſitionibus & argumentis, ( libens 
enim ea pretereo , cum'miſera fit eloquentia, quz non 
ex aliis topicis, quam miſeria ipfa hauriatur) cum mihi ad 
eos qui in animi dotibus poſitt ſunt, defectus , propalandos 
neceſſario deveniendum {ir, in congerendis quz in Cxcre 
ſationem conferr; poſſent, non longius diſcurrendum, non 
amplius diſquirendum fir, quam candide proficeri, me ab 
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hog munere rite przſtando tam longe abeſſe, ut quantum 
aþfuerim, ipſe neſciam ; Tam non valere, hoc in munere, 
aliis ſatisfacere, ut nec mihimet dicere ipſe valeam, in qui- 
bus verſetur, preſtarive poſſet hxc farisf1Rio : Tam non 
ſpondere, ftaturum me quod exigat, ut & ignorem plane, 
penirus, quid exigat, Canos iſtos non dicent iſte excuſatio- 
nes ?. . Sed & iple Moſes, dierum jam plenus, totoque, 
quod ipſe 1n pſ:lmo ſtatuic humanz vitz {tadio, eoque lon. 
giſlimo, oRoginta annorum, jim decurſo, incircumciſa la. 
bia, xtofeſſus eſt, & urſic, nec infantihs #tatis erat, cum 
ſe puerum &infantem proficeretur Jeremiae, Ideo autem eo- 
rum excuſationes non admiſir Deus, quia qui poris erat ſo- 
lus, omnia ſe reſarturum, in ſe fumplic. Si nec meas ad- 
mirri fas ſir,'nec patiatur mos, & conſuetudinis improba ty- 
rannis, ut id fiat, quod fecit exga Mofen, & Jeremiam Deus, 
faciatis, Oro, quo valetis, modo erga nos, RR. RR. ur id 
operecur in "bis patientia veſtro, quod in illis operata eſt 
pentja Dei, ut benignitare veſtra freti, ad omne opus 
quantumvis arduum, ſana fortitudine, & zlacritate pia 
pos-2ccingimus. Etſi enimnonegeant. Davide rempora 
noftra, *cumin nos nullus exurg:t Goliah, (nec enim he. 
reſesa nobis debellandz, nec ſchiſmata occurrunt refarcien- 
d-, quod vigilantiz veſtrz, ſolicitudinique unice deber Fc- 
cle{1a) & quamvis in hoc me ſoler, Deum qui numeroſum 
Gedeonts exercitum, domum remitit, ut in paucioribus Vi- 
Qoriam reportaret, poſſe etiam & in me, homine inexerci- 
to, Exercitatis tot Athletis, ſtrenuiſque viris relifis, opus 
faum perfeere : Tamen cum fatis ſciam, ficur & libri a ca- 
ptu letorum, ita & opera ab antmis recipientium, ſua fata 
habere, rogandz ſunt Reverendiflimz Paternitaces veſtrz, 
ui=eminiſſe dignentur, imbecilliores ſtellas, a benigno for- 
torum aſpect, reddi fortiores, molitioneſque noſtras, a ra- 
diis veſtris vegerari, & in ſinu veſtro animari Enfbryones no- 
ftros, Et fiintempeſtivum ſic jam orate, ut a mt hoc exima- 
| tur 
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tur Onus, oremus Patrem in filio Jeſu; ut per Spiritum ſan- 
um, Onus commune leve faciat, ut ſingulis m panem 
ſuum quotidianum impertiatur, ita ut, nec officioſe nimis 
n | maturando,nec nimis ſcrupuloſe retardando,ad gloriamDei, 
» | ad Eccleſix bonum, ad utilitatem Reip. ad ſolamen pien- 
> | riſſimi principis, opus diei ſemper in dic ſuo peragatur, 


» © Amen, 
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| Tranſlated out of Gaze#s, Vota Amico 
* fa&ia. fol. 160. 


F200 grant thee thine own wiſh, and prant thee mine, 
Thou, who doſt, beſt friend, inbeſt = out-ſhine ; 
a | May thy ſoul, ever chearful, ne'r know cares, 

-2 | Nor thy life, ever lively, know gray hairs. 

-. | Nor thy hand, ever open, know baſe holds, 

+- | Nor thy purſe,ever plump, know pleits, or folds. 

c- | Nor thy tongue, ever true, Know a falſe thing, 

n || Nor thy word, ever mild, know quarrelling, 

j- | Nor thy works, ever equal, know diſguiſe, 

i- | Nor thy fame, ever pure, know contumelies. 

1s || Nor thy prayers, know low objeds, ſtil Divine; 

God grant thee thine own wiſh, and grant thee mine; 


To Lucy, CounTtess Or Bepror, 
with M. DoNNes Satyres. 


VU ,youbrightneſs of our 5phear, who are 
Lz? of the 2»ſerday, their morning Star ! 


If works (not th* Authors) their own grace ſhould look 
Whoſe poems would not wiſh to be your book ? 

But theſe, defir'd by-you, the makers ends 

Crown with their own. Rare Poems ask rare friends, * 
Yet, Satyres, fince the moſt of mankind be 

Their unavoided ſabjeR, feweſt ſee' 

For none 'eretook that pleaſure in ſins ſenſe, 

But, when they heard it tax'd, rook more offence, 
They, then, An, where the matter is bred, 

Dare for theſe , yet; both ask; and read, 

And like thetn roo ;* mult needfully;though few, 

Be of the beſt: and*mongſt thoſe beſt are you, 

Lacy, you brightneſs of our Sphear,who are 
The 34»ſcs evening, a$their morning-ſtar. 


Fen? on, 


a+ 
" * : 
= 


To Joxn DoNNE. 
b Ho ſhall doubt; Dome, whereT a Poet be, 
w 


When 1 dare ſend my Zpigrammes to thee 

That ſoalone canſt judg, fo *alone make : 
And, in thy cenſures;evenly doſt take |. 
As free fimplicity, ro difſ-avow, op 
Asthou halt beſt authority, r allow. 
Read all I ſend: and, if I fmde but one: : 
Mark'd by thy hand, and with the better fone, 
My title's ſeal'd. Thoſe thar for claps do, write, 
Let punees, porters, players praiſe delight, 
Wand, till they burſt, their backs, like aſfes load ; 

A man ſhould ſeek great glory, and notbroad. 


Ben,7on, 
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He heavens rejoyce in motion why, ſhould I 
Abjure my ſo much loy'd variety, . 

nd not with many youth and loy'ddiyide ? 

leaſure is none, if not diverſif'd 

[he ſun chat ſicting in the chair of lighe 
heds flame into what elſe ſoever doth ſeem bright, 
$ not contented at one Sign to Inne,?_. . 

O ut ends his year and with a new beginnes, 

\l! things do willingly in change delight, 

be fruicful mother of our appetite ; 


\ 


Rivers 
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Rivers the clearer and more pleaſing are, 
"Where their fair ſweading ſtreams run wide and clear, 
Anda dead lake that no ſtrange bark doth greet, 
Corrupts it ſelfand what doth live in it, 

Let no man tell me ſuch a one is fair, 

And worthy all alone my love to ſhare. 

Nature in her hath done the liberal part 

Ofa kind miſtreſs, and imploy'd her arrt . 

To make her love able, and I aver 

Him not humane that would turn back from her : 
I love her well, and would, if need were, dye 
Todo her ſervice. But followsit that 1 

Muſt ſerve her only, when Emay have choice ? 
The law is hard, and ſhall not have my voice, 
Thelaſt I ſaw in all extreames is fair, 

And holds mein the Sun-beams of ber hair , 
Her nymph. like features ſuch agreements haye 
That I could: venture with her to the grave : 
Another's brown Ilike her notthe worſe, 

Her tongue is ſoft, and takes me with diſcourſe : 
Others, for chat they well diſcended were, 

Do inmy love obtain as large a ſhare ; 

And though they be not fair, tis much with me 
To wintheir love only for their degree. 

And though 1 fail of my ar 041 ends, 

The attempt is glorious and it ſelf commends. 
How happy were'onr Syres in ancient time, 
Who held plurality ofloves no crime ? 

With them it was accounted charity 

To ſtir up race of all indifferently , 

Kindreds were not exempted from the bands ; 
Which with the Perfians ſtill inuſige ſtands. 
Women were then no ſooner asked than won, 
And what they did was honeſt and well done, 
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But ſince this little honour hath been us'd, 

Our weak credulity hath been abus'd, 

The golden laws of nature are repeald, 

Which our firſt Fathers in ſuch reverence held ; 
Our liberty revers'd and Charter's gone, 

And we made ſervants to opinion, 

A monſter in no certain ſhape atrir'd, 

And whoſe original is much deſir'd, ' 
Formleſs at firſt, but growing on its faſhions, 
And doth preſcribe manners and laws to nations. 
Here love receiv'd immedicable harms, 

And was diſpoiled of his daring arms, 

A greater wantthan is his daring eyes, 

Heloſt thoſe awful wings with which he flies , 
His finewy bow, and thoſe immortal darts 
Wherewith he*is wont to braiſe reſiſting hearts; 
Onely ſome few ſtrong in themſelves and free 
Retain the ſeeds of antienc liberty, 

Following thar part of love although depreſt, 
And make a chrone for him within their breſt, 
In ſpight of modern cenſures him avowing 
Their Soveraign, all ſervice him allowing, 
Amongſt which troop although I am the leaſt, 
Yet equal in perfection with che beſt, 

I glory in ſubjeRion of his hand, 

Nor ever diddecline his leaſt command : 

For in what everform the meſſage came 

My heart did open and receive the ſame : 

But time will in his courſe a point diſcry 

When I this loved ſervice muſt deny. 

For our allegiance temporary is, 

With firmer age returns our liberties. 

What time in yeats and judgment we repos'd 
Shall not fo eafily be to change diſpos'd 


Nor 
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Nor to the art of ſeveral eyes obeying, 


But beauty with crue worth ſecurely weighing, 


Which being found afſembledin ſome one 
Wee'l leave hereyer; and love her alone. 


oF2 <2 <2 J@D® Sho 
SIE EE IeL 
FE that cannot chuſe but loye, 
Þ@ JAnd ſtrives agtimft in (itll, 
Never ſhall my fancy move; 
For he loves againſt his will ; 
Nor he which 1s all his own, 
And cannot pleaſure chuſe, 
When I am caught he can be gone, 
And when he liſt refuſe, 
Nor he that ſoves nane but fair, 
For ſuch by all are fonght, 
Nor he that can for foul ones care, 
For his Judgment then is nought : 
Nor he that hath wit, for he 
Will make me his jeſt or ſhave 
Nor a fool for whenothers, 
He can neither 
Nor he that ſtill his Miltrefs prays, 
For ſhe is thrall'd therefore : 
Nor he that payes, nor, for he ſays 
Within ſhe's worth no more. 
Is there 'then no kind of men 
WhomT may freely prove? 
T will cent that humour then 
In mine ownſelf love, ©3 WR 59 


The End. 
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